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JULIUS CiESAR.

Acr I.

SCENE I. Rome. A Street.

Enter a Rabble of Citizens ; Flavius,
and MuRELLUS, driving them.

Fla. Hence; home, you idle creaturto, get you home:
Is this a holiday ? What, know you not.

Being mechanical, you ought not walk.

Upon a labouring day, without the lign

Of your profeffion ? _^ Speak, what trade art thou ?

1 . C. Why, fir, a carpenter.

MvK . Where is thy leather apron , and thy rule ?

What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ?—
You, fir ; what trade are you ?

2. C. Truly, fir, in refpedlof a fine workman, I am
but, as you would^fay, a cobler.

MuR . But what trade art thou ? Anfwer me diredlly.

2. C. A trade, fir, that, I hope, I may use with a

fafe confcience ; which is, indeed, fir, a mender of bad
fouls. [what trade ?

MuK. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave.

»c F/^..What
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2. C, Nay, I befeech you, fir, be not out with me

:

Yet, if you be out, lir, I can mend you. [fellow?

MuR . What meaneft thou by that? Mend me,thou faucy
2. C, Why, fir, coble you.

Flj4, Thou art a cobler, art thou ?

2. C. Truly, fir, all that I live by is, the awl : I

meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor women's mat-
ters; but, with all. I am, indeed, fir, a furgeon to old

ihoes ; when they are in great danger, I re-cover them

:

As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather have
gone upon my handy-work.

Fiji, But wherefore art not in thy Ihop to-day?

Why doft thou lead these men about the flreets ?

2. C. Truly, fir, to wear out their fhoes, to get myfelf

into more work. But, indeed, fir, we make holiday, to

fee C^sar, and to rejoice in his triumph. [home?
Afz/i! . Wherefore rejoice? What conqueft brings he

What tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?

You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fenfelefs things

!

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Romey

Knew you not Pompey P Many a time and oft

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements.

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney' tops.

Your infants in your arms, and there have fat

The live-long day, with patient expedation.

To fee great Potnpey pafs the ftreets of Rome :

And when you faw his chariot but appear.

Have you not made an univerfal fhout.

That Tyber trembl'd underneath his banks.

To hear the replication of your founds

Made in his concave Ihores ?

6 is with th^ Aule ^ v. Note^
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A«d do you now put on your hell attire ?

And do you now cull out a holiday ?

And do you now ftrew flowers in his way,

That comes in triumph over Pompefs blood ?

Be gone

;

£.un to your houses, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague

That needs muft light on this ingratitude.

Fla, Go, go, good countrymen, and, for tliis fault,

A/Temble kll the poor men of your fort

;

Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears

Into the channel, 'till the loweft ftream

Do kifs the moft exalted Ihores of all.

[Exeunt Citizens.

See, whe'r their bafeft metal be not mov'd

;

They vanifti tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs.

Go you down that way towards the capitol

;

This way will I : Difrobe the images.

If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.

MuR . May we do fo ? you know, it is the feaft

Of LupercaL

Fla, 'Tis no matter ; let no images
Be hung with Ccesar^ trophies. I'll about.

And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets :

So do you Coo, where you perceive them, thick.

These growing feathers pluck'd from CVj^r's wing.
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch

;

Who elfe would foar above the view of men.
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Thefame, A puhlick Place.

Enter^ in folmn ProceJ/ion^ ^vith Mustek^ &c.



^ Julius Caesar.

C>^SAR ; kn.T QT^^Y ^ for the Courfe \ Calphurnia^
Portia; Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius,

Casca, &c. a great Cronxjd follo^j:ing\

Soothfayer in the Cronjjd,

C/E 5 . Calphurnia,

Ca sea. Peace, ho ! Caesar fpeaks. [Musick ceajh.

Cms, Calphurniuy

Cal, Here, my lord.

Cjes. Stand you diredly In Antonws way.
When he doth run his courfe Anto7iio,

Ant, Cissar, my lord.

Cms, Forget not, in your fpeed, Antonio^

To touch Calphurnia : for our elders fay.

The barren, touched in this holy chace.

Shake off their fteril curfe.

Ai^r, I lhall remember:
When Ccssar fays, Do this. It is performed.

Cms^ Set on; and leave no ceremony out.

[^Mustek ; and the FroceJJion moKjes,

Soo* Ceesar,

Cms, Ha! Who calls?

Cas^^, Bid every noise be ftlll : — Peace yet again.

{Mustek ceafes*

Cms, Who Is It In the prefs, that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, fhriller than all the musick,

Cry, Caesar : Speak ; C^sar is turn'd to hear.

Soo, Beware the ides of March,
Cms, What man is that?

Bru, a foothfayer, bids beware the ides of March.

Cms, Set him before me, let me fee his face.

Cas, Fellow,come from the throng,look uponC^^j^r. ^

Cm s . What fay'll: thou to me now ? Speak once again.

*5 bids you beware
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Soo. Beware the ides of March,

s . He is a dreamer ; let us leave him : pafs.

[Muskk, Exeunt AlU hut Bru. an^CdS.

Cas. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?

Bru. Not I.

Cas, I pray you, do.

Bru, I am not gamefome; I do lack fomepart

Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony :
—

Let me not hinder, CaJ/ius, your desires

;

I'll leave you.

Cas, Brutus, I do observe you now of late :

I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs,

And Ihevv of love, as I was wont to have:

You bear too ftubborn and too flrange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru, Cq^us,

Be not deceiv'd : If I have veil'd my look,

I turn the trouble of my countenance

Meerly upon myfelf. Vexed I am.
Of late, with paflions of fome difference.

Conceptions only proper to myfelf.

Which give fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviours

:

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd

;

(Among which number, Caffiusy be you one,)

Nor conflrue any further my negled,

Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war,

Forgets the fhews of love to other men.
Ca 5 . Then, Brutus, I have m uch miftook your pafiion;

By means whereof, this breaft of mine hath bury'd
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face ?

Bru. No, CaJJius: for the eye fees not itfelf.
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But by refle6Uon, by fome other things.

Cjs. 'Tis juft:

And it is very much lamented, Brutus^

That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn

Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,

That you might fee your (hadow. I have heard.

Where many of the beft refped in Rome^

(Except immortal Casar) fpeaking of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age's yoak.

Have wifn'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cafftus,

That you would have me feek into myfelf

For that which is not in me ?

Cas, Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear :

And, fmce you know you cannot fee yourfelf

So well as by refledion, I, your glafs,

Will modqltly difcover to yourfelf

That of yourfelf which yet you know not of.

And be not jealous of me, gtnilc Brutus :

Were I a common laugher, or did usq

To ftale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protefter ; if you know
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard.

And after fcandal them ; or if you know
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

[Shout ivithin*

Bnu. What means this fhouting ? I do fear, the people

Choose Casar for their king.

CjiS, Ay, do you fear it?

Then muft T think you would not have it fo.

Bru,^ I would not, CaJJius ; yet I love him well

:

'8 you yet • *° Laughter
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But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What is it that you would impart to me ?

If it be ought toward the general good,

Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other.

And I will look on both indifferently

;

For, let the gods fo fpeed me, as I love

The name of honour more than I fear death.

CuiS^ I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus^

As well as I do know your outward favour*

Well, honour is the fubjed of my ftory.

—

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life ; but, for my iingle felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to be

In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.

I was born free as Ctesar ; fo were you :

We both have fed as well ; and we can both

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he.

For once, upon a raw and gufty day.

The troubl'd Tyber chafing with his fhores,

Casar iaid to me, Dar^Ji thou, Caffius, no^
Leap in ivith me into this angry jiood^

Andfwim to yonder point? Upon the word,
Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in.

And bad him follow : fo, indeed, he did.

The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it

With lufty fmews ; throwing it afide.

And ftemming it with hearts of controverfy.

But ere we could arrive the point proposed,

C^j«r cry'di Help me, Caffius, or 1 Jink.

I, as jEneas, our great anceftor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his flioulder

'T*he old Jnchijh bear, fo, from the waves of Tyier
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Did I the tired C^sar : And this man
Is now become a god ; and CaJJius is

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

Jf C^iar carelefly but nod on him*

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark
How he did fhake : 'tis true, this god did fhake :

His coward lips did from their colour fly

;

And that fame eye, whose bend doth awe the world.

Did lose it's luftre : I did hear him groan

:

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bad the Romans
Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,

Alas, it cry'd, Gi've mefome drink, Titinius,

As a fick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould

So get the ftart of the majeftick world.

And bear the palm alone. \^hout etgain.

Bru, Another general Ihout

:

I do believe, that these applauses are

For fome new honours that are heap'd on Casar,

Cuis. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world.

Like a ColoJJks ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about

To find ourfelves difhonourable graves.

Men at fome time are mailers of their fates

:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ftars,

But in ourfelves, that we are underlings.

Brutus, and Casar : What fhould be in that Caesar P

Why Ihould that name be founded more than yours

Write them together, yours is as fair a name

;

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well

;

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them.
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Brutus will Hart a fpirit as foon as- C^sar.

Now in the names of all the gods at once.

Upon what meat doth this our C^sar feed.

That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fham'd:

Romey thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods.

When went there by an age, fmce the great flood.

But it was fam'd with more than with one man ?

When could they fay, 'till now, that talk'd of Rom^^
That her wide walls encompafT'd but one man ?

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough.
When there is in it but one only man.
O ! you and I have heard our fathers fay.

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd
The eternal devil to keep his ftate in Romcy

As easily as a king.

Bru, That you do love me, I am nothing jealous;

What you would work me to, I have fome aim

:

How I have thought of this, and of these times,

I fhall recount hereafter ; for this present,

I v/ould not, fo with love I might intreat you.

Be any further mov'd : What you have faid,

I will conlider ; what you have to fay,

I will with patience hear; and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfwer, fuch high things*

'Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this

;

Brutus had rather be a villager.

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome
Under fuch hard conditions as this time
Is like to lay upon us.

Cuts, I am glad, that my weak words
Have ftruck but thus much Ihew of fire from Brutus.

Re-enter Cjesar, and his Train,

9 Walkes *8 Under thefe hard
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Bru, The games are done, and desar is returning.

Cas, As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the fleeVe y

And he will, after his four fafhion, tell you
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day.

Bru. I will do fo "But, look you, CaJJtus^

The angry fpot doth glow on Casar\ brow,
And all the rert look like a chidden train

:

Calphuniia^s cheek is pale ; and Cicero

Looks with fuch ferret and fuch fiery eyes.

As we have feen him in the capitol.

Being cro/T'd in conference by fome fenators.

Cas. Cafca will tell us what the matter is.

Cj^sf. Antontoy

JnT, Casar»

C^s, Let me have men about me, that are fat

;

Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep o' nights :

Yon CaJJius has a lean and hungry look ;

He thinks too much : fuch men are dangerous.

Aur. Fear him not, C^sar^ he's not dangerous

;

He is a noble Romany and well given.

CyE5. 'Would he were fatter: But I fear him not

:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I ihould avoid

So foon as that fpare CaJ/jus, He reads much

;

He is a great observer, and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays.

As thou doft, Antony ; he hears no musick :

Seldom he fmiles ; and fmiles in fuch a fort.

As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit

That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing.

Such men as he be never at heart's ease,

Whiles they behold a greater than themfelvcs

;
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And therefore are they very dangerous.

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd.

Than what I fear ; for always I am Caesar. >

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf.

And tell me truly what thou think'ft of him.

[Exeunt C^. s a r, and Train : Cafca flays.

Cjisca, YoupulPdmeby the cloak; Would you Ipeak

with me ?

Bru, Ay, Cafca \ tell us what hath chanc'd to-day,

That Casar looks fo fad.

CA^ca, Why you were with him, were you not ?

Bru* I Ihould not then afk Cafca what had chanc*d.

Ca^<^<^, Why, there was a crown olFer'd him : and
being ofFer'd him, he put it by with the back of his

hand, thus "j" ; and then the people fell a' fhouting.

Bru. What was the fecond noise for?

CASca. Why for that too ?

Ca s . They fhouted thrice ;What was the laft cry for?

CASca, Why for that too ?

Bru. Was the crown ofFer'd him thrice ?

Casi:^, Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice,

every time gentler than other ; and at every putting

by, mine honeft neighbours fhouted.

Ca s . Who ofFer'd him the crown ?

CASca, Why, Antony.

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca,

Cas(^^. I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner
of it : it was mere foolery, I did not mark it. I

faw Mar^ Antony offer him a crown ; — yet 'twas not

a crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets and,

as I told you, he put it by once : but, for all that,

to my thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he

Vol. VIII,
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ofFerM it .to him again ; then he put it by again t

but, to my thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers

off it. And then he ofFer'd it the third time ; he put

it the third time by : and ftill as he refus'd it, the

rabblement houted, and clap'd their chopt hands, and

threw up their fweaty night-caps, and utter'd fuch a

deal of ftinking breath because Caesar refus*d the

crown, that it had almoll choak'd Casar ; for he

fwooned, and fell down at it: And for mine own
part, I durll not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and
receiving the bad air.

Ca s. But, foft, I pray you ; What, did C^sar fwoon ?

CASca, He fell down in the market-place, and foam*d

at mouth,^ and was fpeechlefs.

JBru. 'Tis very like; he hath the falling-ficknefs*

Cas. No, C/^sarhB.th it not ; but you, and I,

And honeft Ca/ca, we have the falling-ficknefs.

CAS^a, I know not what you mean by that; but,

I am fure, Casar fell down. If the tag-rag people

did not clap him, and hifs him, according as he

pleas'd, and difpleas'd them, as they use to do

the players in the theatre, I am no true man.

Bru, What faid he, when he came unto himfelf?

Ca sea. Marry, before he fell down, when heperceiv'd

the common herd was glad he refus'd the crown,

he pluck'd me ope his doublet, and offer'd them

his throat to cut :
— An I had been a man of any

occupation, if I would not have taken him at a

word, I would I might go to hell among the

rogues:— and fo he fell. When he came to himfelf

again, he faid. If he had done, or faid, any thing amifs,

he desir'd their worfhips to think it was his in-
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flrmity. Three or four wenches, where I ftood,

cry'd, j^Ias, good foul! and forgave him with all

their hearts : But there's no heed to be taken of

them ; if Casar had Hab'd their mothers, they would
have done no lefs.

Bru, And after that, he came, thias fad, away ?

XlA^ca, Ay.
Ca s . Did Cicero fay any thing ?

CASca^ Ay, he fpoke Greek,

Cas. TowhatefFea?
CASca, Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look yoii

i'th' face again : But those, that underftood him, fmil'd

at one another, and fhook their heads : but, for mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news too : Murellus and Fla^vius, for pulling fcarfs off

Casar^s images,, are put to filence. Fare you well. There
was inore foolery yet, if I could remember It.

Casi Will yo\x fup with me to-night, Qafca?
CASca, No, I am promised forth.

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow?
CASca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and

your dinner worth the eating.

. Cas, Good ; I will exped you.

CASca, Do fo : Farewel, both. [Exit Casca,
Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle, when he went to fohool.

Cas, So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise.

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit.

Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words
With better appetite.
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Bru, And To it is.

For this time, I will leave you, cra(ItU0 r

To-morrow, if you please to Ipeak with me^
I will come home to you ; or, if you will,

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

CjiS, I will do fo : 'till then, think of the world.

[Exit BrutuSv
Well, Brufusy thou art noble : yet, I fee.

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it is difpos'd : Therefore 'tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes :

For who fb iirm, that cannot be feduc'd ?

Ctesar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus :

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cafftus,

He Ihould not humaur me, I will this night.

In feveral hands, in at his windows throw.

As if they came from feveral citizens.

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Ro7ne holds of his name ; wherein obfcurely

Cesar's ambition fhall be glanced at :

And, after this, let Casar feat him fure ;

For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. [^Exit.

SCENE III. Thefame, A Street,

Thunder and Lightning, Etiter^ from opposite SideSy

Cicero, and Casca ^ith his

SnjoQrd dra^n,

Cic. Good even, Ca/ca: Brought you C^^.f<a;r home?
Why are you breathlefs ? and v/hy ftare you fo ?

Ca sea. Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of earth

Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero,

\ have feen tempefls, when the fcolding winds
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Have rivM the knotty oaks ; and I have ften

The ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam.

To be exalted with the threatening clouds :

But never 'till to-night, never 'till now.
Did I go through a tempeft dropping fire.

Either there is a civil ftrife in heaven ;

Or elfe the world, too faucy with the gods,

Incenfes them to fend deftrudlion.

C/c. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?

Ca sea, A common flave (you know him well by fight)

Held up his left hand, which did flame, and burn.

Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand.

Not fenfible of fire, remained unfcorch'd.

Befides, (I have not fince put up my fword)

Againft the capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by.

Without annoying me : And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred gailly women,
Tranfformed with their fear ; who fwore, they faw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the flreets.

And, yefterday, the bird of night did fit,

Even at noon -day, upon the market-place.

Hooting, and Ihrieking, When these prodigies

Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay.

These are their reasons y— They are natural ;

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a llrange-difposed time :

But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,

Clean from the purpose of the things themfelves.

Comes C<esar to the capitol to-morrow ?

Ca s^a. He doth ; for he did bid Jmonio

glaa'd

B 3
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Send word to you, he would ,be there to-morrow,
Cic. Good night then, Ca/ca : this difturbed fky

Is not to walk in.

Cjisca, Farewel, Cicero. [Exii Cicero.
Enter Cassius.

Cas. Who*s there ?

CASca. A Roman,
Cas, Cafcuy by your voice.

Ca sea. Your ear is good. Caffius, what night is this

Cas. a very pleasing night to honeft men.
CASca, Who ever knew the heavens menace fo ?

Cas, Those,thathaveknpwn the earth fofulloffaults.

For my part, I have walk'd about the flreets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night

;

And, thus unbraced, Cafcay as^ you fee,

Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-ftone :

And, when the crofs blue lightning feem'd to open
The breail of heaven, I did present myfelf

Even in the aim and very flalli of it. [heavens ?

CaS'''<^, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the

Jt is the part of men to fear and tremble.

When the moft mighty gods, by tokens, fend

Such dreadful heralds to aftonifli us.

Cas, You are dull. Cafea ; and those fparks of life.

Which fhould be in a Roman, you do want.

Or elfe you use not: You look pale, and gaze.

And put on fear, and call yourfelf in wonder.

To fee the ftrange impatience of the heavens

:

But if you would confider the true cause.

Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghofts,

Why birds, and bealls, from quality and kind ;

Why old men, fools, and children, calculate ;
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Why all these things change, from their ordinance.

Their natures, and pre-formed faculties.

To monllrous quality ; why, you fhall find.

That nature hath infus'd them with these fpirits.

To make them inftruments of fear, and warning,

Unto fome monftrous ftate. Now could I Ca/ca^

Name thee a man moll like this dreadful night

;

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the capitol

:

A man no mightier than thyfelf, or me.
In perfonal adion ; yet prodigious grown.

And fearful, as these ftrange eruptions are.

CASca, ^Tis Casar, that you mean : Is it not, CafftusP

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now
Have thews and limbs like to their anceftors ;

But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead.

And we are govern'd with our mothers' fpirits

;

Our yoak and fufferance fhew us womanifli.

CAsca, Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow
Mean to eftablilh Caesar as a king :

And he fhall wear his crown, by fea, and land.

In every place, fave here in Italy,

Cas, I know where I will wear this "j" dagger then

;

CaJJius from bondage will deliver CaJJius : ^
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak moft ftrong

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat

:

Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs.

Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron.

Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit

;

But life, jDeing weary of these worldly bars.

Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf.

\f I know this, know all the world befides,

7 name to thee



'20 Julius Cxsat,

That part of tyranny, that I do bear,

I can fhake off at pleasure.

Cuisca, So can I

:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Cu^s, And why fhould C^sar be a tyrant then ?

Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf,

But that he fees, the Romans are but fheep :

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with halle will make a mighty fire.

Begin it with weak ftraws : What trafh is Romcy

What rubbifh, and what offal, when it ferves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Caesar? But, o, grief.

Where hafi thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this

Before a willing bondman : then I know
My anfwer mufl be made : But I am arm'd,

Apd dangers arc to me indifferent.

Cu4S(-a, You fpeak to Cajca ; and to fuch a man.
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand :

Be fadlious for redrefs of all these griefs

;

And I wall fet this foot of mine as far.

As who goes fartheft.

C^5. There's a bargain made.

Now know you, Cafca, I have mov'd already

Some certain of the noblelt-minded Romans,

To undergo, with me, an enterprise

Of honourable-dang'rous confequence ;

And I do know, by this, they flay for me
In Fompefs porch : For now, this fearful night.

There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets

;

And the complexion of the element
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Is favour'd like the work we have in hand.

Moil bloody, fiery, and moft terrible.

Enter Cinna,
CASca, Stand clofe awhile, for here comes one in hafte,

Cas. 'Tis Cinnay I do know him by his gate;

He is a friend.—. C/«;/^, where hafte you fo ?

CiiJ, To findoutyou : Who's that ? MetellusCimher?

Cas, No, it is ; one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not ftay'd for, CinnaP
CiN, I am glad on't. What a fearful night is this ?

There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.

Cas, Am I not ftay'd for, eTinna ? tell me.

CiN, Yes,

You are. O, CaJ^us, if you could but win
The nohh Brutus to our party—
Cas, Be you content: GoodCinna, take this =j= paper,

And look you lay it in the praetor's chair.

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw =|= this

In at his window ; fet this =|= up with wax
Upon old Brutus^ ftatue : all this done.

Repair to Pomfey's porch, where you fhall find us.

Is Decius Brutus, and Trehonius, there ?

Ciu, All but Mctellus Cimber ; and he's gone
To feek you at your houfe> Well, I will hye.

And fo bellow these papers as you bad me.

^Cas, That done, repair to Pompey^s theatre.

[Exit CiNNA.
Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day.

See Brutus at his houfe : three parts of him
Is ours already ; and the man entire.

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

CASca, o, he fits high in all the people's hearts;

" Is Favors, like
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And that, wMch would appear offence In us.

His countenance, like richeft alchymy.

Will change to virtue, and to worthinefs.

Cj^s. Him, and his worth, and our great need ofhim.

You have right well conceited : Let us go.

For it is after midnight ; and, ere day,

We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeutif,

JCT 11.

SCENE I. ne fame, BrutusV GW.-^,
Enter Brutus.

Bku, What, Lucius^ ho!—
I cannot, by the progrefs of the liars,

Give guefs how near to day. — Lucius^ I fay !
—

I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly.—
When, Luciusy when ? Awake, I fay : What, Lucius

!

Enter Lucius.
Luc. Caird you, my lord ?

Bru, Get me a taper in my fludy, Lucius :

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc, I will, my lord. ]_Exit,

Bru. It mull: be by his death : and, for my part,

I know no perfonal cause to fpurn at him,

But for the general. He would be crown'd :
—

How that might change his nature, there's the queftion.

It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder

;

And that craves wafy walking. Crown him? That;
And then, I grant, we put a fting in him.

That at his will he may do danger with.

The-abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins
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Remorfe from power : And, to fpeak truth of Casar^

I have not known when his afFedions fway'd

More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof.

That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder,

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face

:

But when he once attains the upmoft round.

He then unto the ladder turns his back ;

Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees

By which he did afcend : So Caesar may

;

Then, left he may, prevent. And, fmce the quarrel

Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

Falhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented.

Would run to these, and these extremities

:

And therefore think him as a ferpent's egg.

Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous

;

And kill him in the Ihell.

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc, The taper burneth in your closet, fir.

Searching the window for a flint, I found

This =1= paper, thus feal'd up ; and, I am fure,

It did not lye there, when I went to bed.

Bru, Get you to bed again, it is not day.

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March F

Luc, I know not, fir.

Bru, Look in the calendar, and bring me word.

Luc. I will, fir. l^Exit.

Bru, The exhalations, whizzing in the air,

Give fo much light, that I may read by them.

reads~\ Brutus thou Jleep^Ji ; anvake^ and fee thyfelf.

Shall Rome -H 4- -H Speak, Jlrike, redrefs.

Brutus, thou Jleep^ft ; auuake, —

—

Such inftigations have been often drop'd.

^3 the firfl of
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Where I have took them up.

S^a/i Rome— Thus muft I piece it out

;

Shall Rome (land under one man's awe ? What, Rome F
My ancellors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Tavquin drive, when he was calPd a king.

Speak, Jirike, redrefs,—Am I entreated

To fpeak, and flrike ? O Rome, I make thee promise.
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiveil

Tl)y full petition at the hand of Brutus.

Re-enter Lucius. tvithin.

Luc, Sir, March is wafted fourteen days. {^Knock

Br u. 'Tis good. Go to the gate ; fomebody knocks.

[Exit Lucius.
Since Cajpus lirft did whet me again ft Caesar^

I have not flept.

Between the ading of a dreadful thing.

And the firft motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream :

The genius, and the mortal inftruments.

Are then in council ; and the ftate of man.
Like to a little kingdom, fufters then

The nature of an infurredlion.

Re-enter Lucius.
Lvc, Sir, 'tis your brother CaJJius at the door.

Who doth desire to fee you.

Bru, Is he alone ?

Luc. No, fir, there are more with him.
Bru. Do you know them?
Luc. No, fir ; their hats are pluckt about their ears,

And half their faces bury'd in their cloaks.

That by no means I may difcover them
By any mark of favour.

fifteene days
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Sru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius.
They are the faftion. O confpiracy,

Sham'ft thou to (how thy dangerous brow by night.

When evils are moft free ? O, then, by day.

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,

To mafk thy monftrous visage ? Seek none, confpiracy;

Hide it in fmiles, and affability :

For if thou path, thy native femblance on.

Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Q^^sivs, Casca, Decius, Cinna,
Metellus, Trebonius.

Cas. I think, we are too bold upon your reft :

Good morrow, Brutus y Do we trouble you ?

Bru. I have been up this hour ; awake, all night*

Know I these men, that come along with you ?

Cas. Yes, every man of them; and no man here.

But honours you : and every one doth wiih.

You had but that opinion of yourfelf.

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is T'rehonius,

Bru. He is vvelcome hither.

Cas, This, Decius Brutus.

Bru, He is welcome too. [Clmher.

Cas. This, Ca/ca; Cinna, this; and this, M^/^//«^^

Bru, They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpose themfelves

Betwixt your eyes and night ?

Cas, Shall 1 entreat a word ? [con^er/e apart.

Dec, Here lyes the eaft : Doth not the day break here ?

CASca^ No.
Ci^f. O, pardon, fir, it doth ; and yon grey lineSi,

*5 this, Cinr,a
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*l^hat fret the clouds, are meflengers of day.

CASca, You fhall confefs, that you are both deceiv'd.

Here, as I point my fword, the fun arises ;

Whicli is a great way growing on the fouth.

Weighing the youthful feason of the year.

Some two months hence, up higher toward the north

He firll presents his fire ; and the high eaft

Stands, as the capitol, direftly here.

Bru, Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Cas, And let us fwear our resolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men.
The fufferance of our fouls, the time's abufe,

—

If these be motives weak, break off betimes,

And every man hence to his idle bed

;

So let high-fighted tyranny range on,

'Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

As I am fure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to fleel with valour

The melting fpirits of women ; then, countrymen.
What need we any fpur, but our own cause,

To prick us to redrefs ? what other bond.

Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word.
And will not palter ? and what other oath.

Than honefty to honefty engag'd.

That this lhall be, or we will fall for it ?

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous.

Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes fwear

Such creatures as men doubt : but do not ftain

The even virtue of our enterprise.

Nor the infupprefTive mettle of our fpirits,

To think, that, or our cause, or our performance.
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t)id need an oath ; when every drop of blood.

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears.

Is guilty of a feveral baflardy.

If he do break the fmallefl particle

Of any promise that hath paft from him.

Ca^. But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him t

I think, he will ftand very flrong with us.

CASca^ Let us not leave him out.

CiN. No, by no means.

Met, O, let us have him ; for his filver hairs

Will purchafe us a good opinion,

And buy men's voices to commend our deeds

:

It fhall be faid, his judgment rul'd our hands ;

Our youths, and wildnefs, lhall no whit appear.

But all be bury'd in his gravity.

Bru. O, name him not : let us not break with him;
For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

Cas. Then leave him out.

CASca, Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man elfe be touch'd, but only CtesarP

Cas. DcchiSy well urg'd :— I think, it is not meet^,

Mark Antony y fo well belov'd of C^sar,

Should out-live Casar : We lhall find of him
A Ihrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means.
If he improve them, may well ilretch fo far.

As to annoy us all : which to prevent.

Let Antony, and C^sar, fall together.

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, CalusCaJp^us,

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs

;

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards

;

For Antony \^ but a limb of Ccesar.
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Let us be facrificers, but not butchers, Caius.

We all Hand up againil the fpirit of Casar ;

And in the fpirit of men there is no blood :

O, that we then could come by Casar^s fpirit.

And not difmember d^sar! But, alas,

Ccesar mufl bleed for it ; And, gentle friends.

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ;

Let's carve him as a difh fit for the gods.

Not hew him as a carcafs fit for hounds

:

And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do.

Stir up their fervants to an a6l of rage.

And after feem to chide them. This fhall make
Our purpose neceffary, and not envious :

"Which fo appearing to the common eyes.

We fhall be call'd purgers, not murderers.

And for Mark Antony ^ think not of him

;

For he can do no more than Cessar^s arm.

When C^sar^s head is ofF.

Cu^s, Yet I to fear him :

For in the engrafted love he bears to Caesar

^

Bru. Alas, good CaJJius^ do not think of him :

If he love Casar, all that he can do
Is to himfelf ; take thought, and dye for Casar :

And that were much he fhould ; for he is given

To fports, to wildnefs, and much company.
Tre. There is no fear in him ; let him not dye ;

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

Bru, Peace, count the clock. [Clock Jirikes*

Cas, The clock hath flricken three.

^'re, 'Tis time to part.

Cas, But it is doubtful yet,

Whe'r Casar will come forth to-day, or no :
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For he IS fuperftitlous grown of late ;

Quite from the main opinion he held once

Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies :

It may be, these apparent prodigies,

The unaccuftom'd terror of this night,

And the perfuasion of his augurers.

May hold him from the capitol to-day.

Dec, Never fear that : If he be fo re$olv'd,

I can o'er-fway him : for he loves to hear,

That unicorns may be betray'd with trees.

And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes.

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers

:

But, when 1 tell him, he hates flatterers.

He fays, he does ; being then moll flattered.

Let me work :

For I can give his humour the true bent;

And I will bring him to the capitol.

Ca s . Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.

^
£ru. By the eighth hour ; Is that the uttermofl ?

CiN, Be that the uttermofl:, and fail not then*

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Casar hatred.

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ;

1 wonder, none of you have thought of him.

Bru, Now, good Metellusy go along to him :

He loves me well, and I have given him reasons

;

Send him but hither, and I'll fafliion him. [Brutus;^
Ca s . The morning comes upon us : We'll leave you.

And, friends, difperfe yourrelves : but all remember
What you have faid, and fliew yourfelves true Romans.

Bri/. Good gentlemen, look frefli and merrily;

Let notour looks put on our purposes

;

But bear it as our Roman adlors do.

^+ along by him

Vol. VIII. c
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With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy

And fo, good morrow to you every one.

[Exeunt All but BrutuS.'

Boy ! Lucius ! Faft afleep ? It is no matter

;

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of flumber:

Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies.

Which busy care draws in the brains of men 5

Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found.

Enter Portia.
PoR, Brutus^ my lord. [now?
Bru, Portia^ what mean you ? Wherefore rise you

It is not for your health, thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

PoR . Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus^

Stole from my bed : And yefternight, at fupper.

You fuddenly arose, and walk'd about,

Musing, and fighing, with your arms acrofs

:

And when I afk'd you what the matter was.

You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks

:

1 urg*d you further ; then you fcratch'd your head.

And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot

:

Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not

;

But, with an angry wafture of your hand.

Gave fign for me to leave you : So I did 5

Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience,

Which feem'd too much enkindl'd ; and, withal.

Hoping it was but an effedl of humour.
Which fometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ;

And, could it work fo much upon your fhape.

As it hath much prevailed on your condition,

I fhould not know you, Brutus, Dear my lord*
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Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

PoR, Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru, Why, fo I do; Good Fortia^ goto bed.

For, Is Brutus fick ; and is it physical.

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus lick ;

And will he Heal out of his wholfome bed,

To dare the vile contagion of the night ?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his ficknefs ? No, my Brutus ;

You have fome fick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

I ought to know of: And, upon my knees,

I charm you, by my once commended beauty^

By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half.

Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night

Have had resort to you : for here have been
Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs.

Bru, Kneel not, gentle Portia. [raising her*

For. I fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus,

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

Is it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets

That appertain to you ? Am I your felf,

But, as it were, in fort, or limitation;

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed.

And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the fuburbs

Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more,

C z
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Portia is Brutus^ harlot, not his wife.

Bru, You are my true and honourable wife;

As dear to me, as are the rliddy drops

That visit my fad heart.

PoR. If this were true, then fhould I know this fecret.

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife :

1 grant, I am a woman ; but, withal,

A woman well-reputed, Cato^s daughter :

Think you, I am no ftronger than my fex.

Being fo fathered, and fo husbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclose them

:

I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy.

Giving myfelf a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience.

And not my husband's fecrets ?

Bru, O ye gods.

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! [^Knock within*

Hark, hark! one knocks : Portia^ go in a while;

And by and by thy bosom lhall partake

The fecrets of my heart.

All my engagements I will conftrue to thee^

All the charadlery of my fad brows

:

Leave me with hafte. {Exit Portia.
Enter Lucius, and Ligarius.

Lucius^ who's that t{?at knocks ?

Lvc, Here is a fick man, that would fpeak with you*

Brv. Caius Ligarius^ that Metellus fpake of.'*—.

Boy, fland afide. {Exit Luc] Caius Ligarius^ how ?

LiG, Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.

Bru, O, what a time have you chose out, brave Caius,

To wear a kerchief? 'Would you were not fick I
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LiG» I am not fick, 'if Brutus have In hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru, Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligariusy

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it,

Z/G. By all the gods that Ro?nans bow before,

I here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome^

Brave fon, deriv'd from honourable loins.

Thou, like an exorcift, haft conjur'd up
My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run.

And I will drive with things impolTible

;

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru» a piece ofwork, that will make fick men whole.

LiG. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick ?

Bru» That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius^

I ftiall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it muft be done.

LiG. Set on your foot;

And, with a heart new-lir'd, I follow you>.

To do I know not what : but it fufticeth,

That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow me then, \^Exeunt,

S CENE II. Thefame, A Room in CaesarV Palace,

Thunder and Lightning, Enter C^sar.
C/E^, Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to-

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry'd out, [night

:

Help^ ho ! They murder Csesar. Who's within ?

Enter a Servant.

^er. My lord ?

C/E^, Go bid the priefts do present facrificej

And bring me their opinions of fuccefs.

Ser, I will, my lord>. \Exit Servant.
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jE/z/^r Calphurn lA. [forth?

Cj4L, What mean you, C^sar? Think you to walk
You fhall not iHr out of your houfe to-day. [me

Cy^s, desar lhall forth : the things that threaten'd

Ne'er looked but on my back ; when they lhall fee

The face of Caesar, they are vanifhed.

Cal. C^sar, I never flood on ceremonies.

Yet now they fright me. There is one within,

Befides the things that we have heard and feen.

Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch.

A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets ;

And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead :

Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds.

In ranks, and fquadrons, and right form of war.

Which drizel'd blood upon the capitol

:

The noise of battle hurtl'd in the air,

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan ;

And ghofts did fhriek, and fqueal about the ftreets.

O Cfesar, these things are beyond all ufe,

And I do fear them.

CyES. What can be avoided, '

Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods ?

Yet Cgesar fhall go forth : for these predidlions

Are to the world in general, as to C^sar,

Cal. When beggars dye, there are no comets feen;

The heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of princes.

Cms. Cowards dye many times before their deaths \

The valiant never tafte of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard.

It feems to me mofl flrange that men ihould fear ;

Seeing that death, a neceffary end.

Will come, when it will come.
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Re-enier Servant.

What fay the augurers ?

Ser, They would not have you to ftir forth to-day,

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beaft.

Cj^s, The gods do this in fhame of cowardice ;

C^sar fhould be a beaft without a heart.

If he fhould ftay at home to-day for fear.

No, Ci£sar lhall not : Danger knows full well,

That Ceesar is more dangerous than he.

We are two lions litter'd in one day,

And I the elder and more terrible

;

And Casar fhall go forth.

Cal. Alas, niy lord.

Your wisdom is confum'd in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear,

That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.
We'll fend Mark Antony to the fenate-houfe

;

And he fhall fay, you are not well to-day :

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Cms, Mark Antony fhall fay, I am not well

;

And, for thy humour, I will flay at home.
Enter Decius.

Here's Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo.

Dec, Casar, all hail 1 Good morrow, worthy Ccesar;

I come to fetch you to the fenate-houfe.

CjES, And you are come in very happy time.

To bear my greeting to the fenators.

And tell them, that I will not come to-day :

Cannot, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer

;

I will not come to-day, tell them fo, Decius,

Cal, Say, he is fick.

We heare t\yo
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Cy^s, Shall Caesar fend a lye?

Have I in conqueft ftretch'd mine arm fb far,

To be afear'd to tell gray-beards the truth ? —
Deciusy go tell them, C^sar will not come.

Dec, Moll mighty Ctssar^ let me know fome cause.

Left I be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo.

Cm^, The cause is in my will, I will not come ;

That is enough to fatiffy the fenate.

But, for your private fatiffadion,

Because I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my wife, ftays me at home

:

She dreamt to-night, fhe faw my ftatue, Deciu0,

Which, like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts

Did run pure blood ; and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bath their hands in it :

And these does Ihe apply for warnings, portents

Of evils imminent ; and on her knee
^ Hath beg'd, that I will ftay at home to-day.

Dec, This dream is all amifs interpreted;

It was a vision, fair and fortunate :

Your fcatue fpouting blood in many pipes.

In which fo many fmiling Romans bath*d.

Signifies, that from you grer-t Rome lhall fuck

Reviving blood ; and that great men lhall prefs

For tindures, llains, relicks, and cognisance*

This by Calphiir7iia% dream is fignify'd.

CjE^, And this way have you well expounded it.

Dec, I have, when you have heard what I can fay:

And know it now; The fenate have concluded

To give, this day, a crown to mighty Ccesar.

If you lhall fend them v/ord, you will not come,

Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock

warnings and portents, '7 And zs\\%
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Apt to be renderM, for fome one to fay.

Break up the fenate ^till another time^

When Caesar's nxjtfe Jhall meet njoith better dreams.

If C^sar hide himfelf, fliall they not vvhifper,

Loy Caesar is afraid

P

Pardon me, Caesar; for ray dear, dear, love

To your proceeding bids me tell you this ;

And reason to my love is liable.

$ . How foolifh do your fears feem now,Calphurnia?
I am afhamed I did yield to them—
Give me my robe, for I will go [to an Att:

Enter Publius, Ligarius, Brutus, Casca,
CiNNA, Metellus, ^WTrebonius.

And look where Puhlius is come to fetch me.
Pub, Good morrow, C^sar.

C^s, Welcome, Publius

What, BrMtus, are you ftir'd fo early too r —
Good morrow, Cafca, Cuius Ligarius

y

Casar was ne*er fo much your enemy,
As that fame ague which hath made you lean.

What is't o'clock ?

Bru. C^sar^ 'tis ftrucken eight.

Cm s. I thank you for your pains and courtefy.

Enter Antony.
See ! Antony, that revels long o'nights.

Is notwithftanding up:—.Good morrow, Antony,

Anr, So to mofl noble C^sar,

Cm s. Bid them prepare within : [fo an Att

;

I am to blame to be thus waited for

Now, Cinna : — Now, Metellus :— What, Trebonius !

I have an hour's talk in ftore for you

;

Remember that you call on me to-day :
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Be near me, that I may remember you.

Tre, Caesar, I will : and fo near will I be,

That your beft friends lhall wilh I had been further."

5. Good friends, go in, and talle fome wine with

And we, like friends, will flraitway go together, [me

;

Bru, " That every like is not the .fame, o C^sar^"
" The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon." [Exeunt,

SCENE III. The fame, Street near the CapitoL

Enter A rtemidop.us.
Art:, [rea^s.] Caesar, l^e^are of Bmtns ; take heed

of CafTius ; cume not near Cafca ; ha^ve an eye to Cinna ;

trufi not Trebonius ; mark nxiell Metell us Cimber

:

Decius Brutus lo^es thee not ; thou hafi nvrongd Caius

Ligarius. There is hut o?ie mind in all these meny and

it is bent againfi Caesar : If thou heefi ?iot immortal, look

about you : Security gi'ues luay to confpiracy. The mighty

gods defend thee !

Thy lo^jer, Artemidoru^.

Here will T ftand, 'till Cassar pais along,

And as a fuitor will I give him this.

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, o Casar, thou may'il live

;

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Exif.

SCENE IV. The fame. Another Part of the

fame Street, before Brutus'/ Houfe,

Enter Portia, and Lucius.
For. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the fenate-houfe

;

Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone

;

Why doll thou Hay ?
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Luc, To know my errand, madam.
PoR. 1 would have had thee there, and here again.

Ere I can tell thee what thou Ihould'ft do there.—
" O conflancy, be ftrong upon my fide I"

" Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue !

"

I have a man's mind, but a woman's heart."

*'How hard it is, for women to keep counfell"

Art thou here yet ?

Luc, Madam, what fiiould I do ?

Run to the capitol, and nothing elfe ?

And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ?

PoR. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well.

For he went fickly forth : And take good note,

What Caesar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.

Hark, boy ! what noise is that ?

Luc. I hear none, madam.
PoR, Pr'ythee, liilen well

:

I heard a buftling rumour, like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the capitol.

Luc, Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Soothfayer.

PoR. Come hither, fellow:

Which way haft thou been ?

Soo, At mine own houfe, good lady,

PoR, What is't o'clock?

Soo, About the ninth hour, lady,

PoR, Is C^sar yet gone to the capitol ?

Soo, Madam, not yet ; I go to take my Hand,

To fee him pafs on to the capitol.

PoR, Thou haft fome fuit to Casar, haft thou not?
Soo, That I have, lady, if it will please Casar

To be fo good to C^sar, as to hear me :
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I (hall befeech him to befriend himfelf. [wards him ?

For. Why, know'ft thou any harm's intended to-

Soo, None that I know will be, much that I fear may
Good-morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow: [chance.

The throng that follows Carjar at the heels,

Of fenators, of praetors, common fuitors,

Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death :

ril get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Ctesar as he comes along. [Exit.

For, I muft go in. Ay me! how weak a thing'*
*' The heart of woman is ! O Brutus y Brutu^r/'

The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprise !

"

Sure, the boy heard me Brutus hath a fuit.

That Casar will not grant. O, I grow faint :—
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord

;

Say, 1 am merry : come to me again.

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee.

ACT III.

SCENE I. The fame. The Capitol

:

Senate fitting. In the Entrance, and amid a Throng of
Feople, Artemidorus, and the Soothfayer. Flourijby and
Enter C^sar, attended; Brutus, Cassius, Casca,
CiNNA, Decius, Metellus, ^WTrebonius;

PopiLius, PuBLius, Lepidus,

Antony, and Others,

Cjes, The ides of March are come.

Soo, Ay, Casar ; but not gone.

Art, Hail, Caesar I Read this =f fchedule.

Dec, Trebonius^ doth desire you to o'er-read.

\
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At your beft leisure, this =|* his humble fuit.

A^t* O, Casavy read mine firft ; for mine's a fult

That touches Ccesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar.

Cj^s, What touches ijs ourfelf, fhall be laft ferv'd,

jRr, Delay not, Ccesar ; read it inftantly.

C^s. What, is the fellow mad ?

Pub, Sirrah, give place.

Cas, What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet?

Come to the capitol. [Arternidorus pujh^d

haek, Caesar, and the refl, enter the Senate : The
Senate rises. Popilius prejfes forward to /peak

to Caesar ; and pajjing Caffius, fays^

Pop, I wifh, to-day your enterprise may thrive,

CjiS» What enterprise, Popilius P

Pop, Fare you welL \^leaa;es him^ and joins Caesar^

Bru, " What faid Popilius Lena ? [thrive.

Cas. He wifh'd, to day our enterprise might
^* I fear, our purpose is difcovered."

Bru. Look, how he makes to C^sar: Mark him.'*

Cas, " Ca/ca, be fudden, for we fear prevention."—

.

Brutus, what lhall be done ? If this be known,'*
" CaJJius, or Caesar, never ihall turn back,"
" For I will flay myfelf "

Bru, " Cajfius, be conftant

Popilius Lena fpeaks not of our J)urposes ;

"

For, look,' he fmiles, and Casar doth not change.^*

Ca^, " Tr^Ao;///^/ knows his time; for, look you.

He draws Mark Antony out of the way." {Brutus^^*

[Exeunt Antony ^WTrebonius, con^erjing,

Caesar takes his Seat \ the Senate theirs: and
Metellus advances touoards Caesar.

Z)£C. " Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go,"
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** And presently prefer his fuit to C^sar,^^

Bru. *' Heis addrefT'd: prefs near, and fecond him."
C/AT. Cafea, you are the firft that rear your hand.'*

\^he Conjpirators range themfel^es about Cassar

;

Casca, on the right hand of his Chair, behind,

C^s. Are we all ready ? What is now amifs.

That Ctesar, and his fenate, mull redrefs ? [Caesar

y

Met, Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiflant

Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat

An humble heart :
— \j)rofirating himfelf,

C^s. I muft prevent thee, Ci/nber.

These couchings, and these lowly courtefies.

Might fire the blood of ordinary men ;

And turn pre-ordinance, and firll decree.

Into the lane of children. Be not fond,

To think that Casar bears fuch rebel blood,

That will be thaw'd from the true quality

With that which melteth fools ; I mean, fweet words,

Low-crooked curtTies, and bafe fpaniel fawning.

Thy brother by decree is banilhed:

If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn, for him,

I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Caesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause

Will he be fatisfy'd.

M£r. Is there no voice, more worthy than my own.
To found more fweetly in great Casar'^s ear,

For the repealing of my banifli'd brother ?

Bru. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Casar

;

Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

C^s, What, Brutus !

Cjis. Pardon, Casar; Casar, pardon;
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As low as to thy foot doth CaJJius fall.

To beg enfranchisement for Puhlius Cimber,

Cms, I could be well mov'd, if I were as you;
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me

:

But I am conftant as the northern liar ;

Of whose true-fixt, and refting quality.

There is no fellow in the firmament.

The fkies are painted with unnumber'd fparks>

They are all fire, and every one doth Ihine

;

But there's but one in all doth hold his place :

So, in the world ; 'Tis furniih'd well with men.
And men are flelh and blood, and apprehenfive ;

Yet, in the number, I do know but one

That unafTailable holds on his rank,

Unfhak'd of motion : and, that I am he.

Let me a little ihew it, even in this

;

That I was conilant Cimber ihould be banifh'd.

And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Ciu, O C^sar,-^
Cms. Hence I Wilt thou lift up Olympus P

Dec. Great Casary —
Cm s. Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ?

Casco, Speak, hands, forme. \^ftabbtng him in the

Neck. CcEsar rises , catches at the Dagger, and
Jiruggles ivith him : defends himjelf^for a time,

again/} him, and againjl the other Cotfpirators ;

hut, jlab'd by Brutus,

Cms, Et tu, Brute P^Then fall, C^rsar, [he fub-

mits ; muffles up his Face in his Mantle ; falls

f

and dies, Senate in Confunon.

CiN, Liberty! Freedom! Tyranny is dead!—

.

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets.
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Cjs, Some to the common pulpits, and cry out^

Liberty, freedom, and eiifranchisement !

BrU(. People, and fenators, be not affrighted ;

Fly not, ftand ftill : ambition's debt is pay'd.

Cyisc^, Go to the pulpit, Brutus,

Dec, And CaJJjus too.

Bru. Where's Publius P

CiN, Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met* Stand fall together, left fome friend of C^sar^s

Should chance—
Br Ui Talk not of ftanding : —. Publius, good cheer 'i

There is no harm intended to your perfon,

Nor to no Roman elfe : fo tell them, Publius.

Cas, And leave us, Publius-, left that the people,

Rufhing on us, (hould do your age fome mifchief.

Bru, Do fo; — and let no man abide this deed.

But we the doers. [^Exeunt All but Confpirators.

Re-enter Trebonius.
Cas, Where's Antony?

Tre, Fled to his houfe ama:i'd :

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run.

As it were doom's-day.

Bru, Fates, we will know your pleasures

.

That we ftiall dye, we know ; 'tis but the time.

And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Cas, Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life.

Cuts off fo many years of fearing death.

Bru, Grant that, and then is death a benefit

:

So are v/e Caesar'* s friends, that have abridg'd

His time of fearing death.— Stoop, Romans, ftoop,

And let us bath our hands in C^sar^s blood

Up to the clbov^s, and befmear our fwords

:
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Then walk we forth, even to the market-place

;

And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads.

Let's all cry. Peace, freedom and liberty !

Ca s , Stoop then, and wsifh . —-How many ages hence,

Shall this our lofty fcene be adled over.

In ftates unborn, and accents yet unknown ?

Br u. How many times fhall Caesar bleed in fport.

That now on Pompey^s bafis lyes along,

No worthier than the duft ?

Cas. So oft as that (hall be.

So often lhall the knot of us be call'd

The men that gave their country liberty*

Dec, What, lhall we forth ?

Cas, Ay, every man away :

Brutus fliall lead ; and we will grace his heels

With the moft boldeft and beft hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant,

Bru, Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony\.

Ser, Thus, Brutus, di(fmy mafter bid me kneel

;

Thus did Mar^ Antony bid me fall down ;

And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honeft ;

C^^'J^J;r was mighty, bold, royal, and loving:

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ;

Say, I fear'd d^sar, honour'd him, and lov'd him«

If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony

May fafely come to him, and be resolv'd

How Ctesar hath deserv'd to lye in death,

Mark Antony lhall not love Casar dead

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,

Thorough the hazards of this untrod ftate^

Vol. VIIL
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With all true faith. So fays my mafter Antony,

Bru. Thy mafter is a wise and valiant Roman ;

I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, fo please him come unto this place,

He lhall be fatiOy'd ; and, by my honour,

Depart untouched.

Ser. I'll fetch him prefently, {Exit Servant,

Bru, I know, that we fhall have him well to friend.

Cas. I wifh, we may : but yet have I a mind
That fears him much ; and my mifgiving Itill

Falls Ihrcwdly to the purpose.

Re-enter Antony.
Bru, But here comes ^w/i?;2y.-^ Welcome, Mark An-
ANt^ O mighty Ccesar ! Doft thou lye fo low ? \tony.

Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, ^oils.

Shrunk to this little measure ? Fare thee well.—
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend.

Who elfe muft be let blogd, who elfe is rank

:

If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit

As Casar'^s death's hour ; nor no inftrument

Of half that worth, as those your fwords, made rich

With the moft noble blood of all this world.

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard.

Now, whilft your purpPd hands do reek and fmoak,
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,

I fhall net find myfelf fo apt to dye

:

No place will please me fo, no mean of death.

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off.

The choice and mailer fpirits of this age.

Bru, O Antony, beg not your death of us.

Though now we mufl appear bloody and cruel.

As, by our hands, and this our present a6l.
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You fee we do ; yet fee you but our hands,

And this the bleeding businefs they have done

:

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful

;

And pity to the general wrong of Romey

(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity)

Hath done this deed on Caesar, For your part.

To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony^

Our arms no ftrength of malice ; and our hearts.

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in.

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Ca^, Your voice lhall be as ilrong as any man's,

In the difposing of new dignities.

Bru, Only be patient, 'till we have appeas'd

The multitude, befide themfelves with fear.

And then we will deliver you the cause.

Why I, that did love Ccesar when I ftrook him,

Have thus proceeded.

Aijt:. I doubt not of your wisdom.
Let each man render me his .bloody hand :

Firft, Marcus Brutus^ will I fhake with you ;

Next, Caius Caffius, do I take your hand ;

Now, Decius Brutus, yours ;_now yours, MefeUus ;

Yours, Cinna ;^2Lnd, my valiant C^^, yours;

Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonius.

Gentlemen all, alas I what fhall 1 fay ?

My credit now Hands on fuch flippery ground.

That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me.
Either a coward, or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, C^/«r, o, 'tis true

:

If then thy fpirit look upon us now.
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,

To fee thy Antony making his peace.

Arm«s in ftrength
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Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Moft noblfe ! in the presence of thy corfe ?

Had I as many eyes as thou haft wounds.
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy bloody

It would become me better, than to close

In terms of friendlhip with thine enemies.

Pardon me, Julius!- Here waft thou bay'd, brave hart^

Here did ft thou fall ; and here thy hunters ftand,

Signed in thy fpoil, and crimson'd in thy lethe.

O world, thou waft the foreft to this hart

;

And this, indeed, o world, the heart of thee. —
How like a deer, ftrooken by many princes,

Doft thou here lye ?

Ca 5 . Mark Antony i
—

Aur, Pardon me, Caius CaJ/tus :

The enemies of Caesar fhall fay this

;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

Cas, I blame you not for praising desar fo ;

But what compact mean you to have with us ?

Will you be prick'd in number of our friends

;

Or fhall we on, and not depend on you ?

Aur, Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed,

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Casar*

Friends am I with you all, and love you all

;

Upon this hope, that you ftiall give me reasons.

Why, and wherein, Casar was dangerous.

Bkv , Or elfe were this a favage fpedacle :

Our reasons are fo full of good regard.

That were you, Antony^ the fon of desar.

You ftiould be fatisfy'd.

Am'. That's all I feek :

And am moreover fuitor, that I may

" the Hart ef



Julius Caesar, 49

Produce his body to the market-place ;

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend.

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru, Youfhall, Mark Antony,

Caz, Brutus^ a word with you.
** You know not what you do ; Do not confent, •

" That Antony fpeak in his funeral
:

"

Know you how much the people may be mov'd
By that which he will utter ?

"

Bru, " By your pardon;"-^
" I will myfelf into the pulpit firft,

"

And ihew the reason of our d^sar^s death

:

What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft"
" He fpeaks by leave and by permiffion

;

"

And that we are contented, desar fhair^

^' Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies.''

It lhall advantage more, than do us wrong.

"

Cas, I know not what may fall; I like it not.**

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cesar's body.

You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us,

But fpeak all good you can devise of Casar ;

And fay, you do't by our permilTion ;

Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral : And you fhall fpeak

In the fame pulpit whereto I am going,

After my fpeech is ended.

AnT^ Be it fo ;

I do desire no more.

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow us.

[Exeunt All but Antony.
Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth.

That I am meek and gentle with these butchers

!

D 3
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Thou art the ruins of the nobleft maix

That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that Ihed this coftly blood!

Over thy wounds now do I prophefy,—
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips.

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue;—
A curfe fhall light upon the limbs of men ;

, Domeftic fury, and fierce civil ftrife.

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy :

Blood and deftrudlion fhall be fo in ufe,

And dreadful objects fo familiar,

That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold

Their infants quartered with the hands of war

;

All pity choak'd with cuftom of fell deeds

:

And C^^sar's fpirit, ranging for revenge,

With Ju by his fide, come hot from hell,

Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice.

Cry, Havocky and let flip the dogs of war

;

That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant, c.

You ferve OSiauhis Ctesar, do you not?

Ser, I do, Mark Antony,

Ant, Casar did write to him, to come to Ronje,

Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming :

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth,—
O C^sar I— [^Seeing the Body,

Ant:, Thy heart is big ; get thee apart and weep.

Paffion, I fee, is catching ; for mine eyes.

Seeing those beads of forrow ftand in thine.

Began to water. Ts thy mafler coming ?

$^r. He lies to-night within feven leagues of Romc^.
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Jnt. Poll back with fpeed, and tell him what hath

Here is a mourning Ro?ne, a dangerous Romej [chanc'd

;

No Rome of fafety for OSianjius yet \

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet, flay a while ;

Thou lhalt not back, 'till I have born this corfe

Into the market-place : there lhall I try.

In my oration, how the people take

The cruel ifliie of these bloody men

;

According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe

To young OSianjtus of the ilate of things.

Lend me your hand. \Exeunt, nvith the Body.

SCENE II. Thefame. The Forum,

Enter a Throng of Citizens, tumultuouJJy \

Brutus, and Cassius.
Cit, We will be fatiffy'd ; let us be fatiffy'd.

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience,

Caffins^ go you into the other ftreet, [friends.—

And part the numbers.

—

Those that will hear me fpeak, let them ftay here;

Those that will follow Cajjtus, go with him ;

And publick reasons fhall be rendered

Of Caesar'*s death.

I . C. I will hear Brutus fpeak.

7. C. I will hearC^«j; and compare their reasons.

When feverally we hear them rendered.

\^Exit Cassius, nAjith fome of the Citizens s

Brutus goes into the RoJIrum,

3. C. The noble Brutus is afcended : Silence.

Brij, Be patient 'till the laft. . Romans^
countrymen , and lovers, hear me for my cause

;

and be filent, that you may hear : believe me for

D +
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miiie honour ; and have refpeft to mine honour, that

you may believe : cenfure me in your wisdom ; and
awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge.

If there be any in this afTembly, any dear friend of

Casarh, to him 1 fay, that Brutus^ love to Casar
was no lefs than his : If then that friend demand,
why Brutus rose againft C^sar, this is my anfwer, —
Not that I lov'd C<esar lefs, but that I lov'd Rome
more. Had you rather C<esar were living, and dye
all flaves ; than that Casar were dead, to live all free

men ? As C^sar lov'd me, I weep for him ; as he

was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I

honour him : but, as he was ambitious, I flew him

:

There is tears, for his love ; joy, for his fortune

;

honour, for his valour ; and death, for his ambition.

Who is here fo bafe, that would be a bondman ? If

any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who is here

fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? If any, fpeak

;

for him have I offended. Who is here fo vile, that

will not love his country ? If any, fpeak ; for him
have I offended. I pause for a reply.

C/V. None, Brutus^ none.

Brv. Then none have I offended. I have done no

more to Ccesar^ than you fhall do to Brutus, The
queflion of his death is enroll'd in the capitol : his

glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor

his offences enforc'd, for which he fuffered death.

Enter Antony, and certain of his Houfe,

hearing Caesar's body.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony : who,

though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive

the benefit of his dying, a place in the common-
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wealth ; As which of you (hall not ? With this I de-

part ; That, as I flew my beft lover for the good of

Rome, I have the fame dagger for myfelf, when it fliall

please ny country to need my death. \comes do'wn^

Cit. Live, Brutusy live, live!

1. C, Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe.

2. C. Give him a flatue with his ancellors.

3. C. Let him be desar,

4. C. Cesar's better parts

Shall notti be crown'd in Brutus. {clamours.

1 . C. We'll bring him to his houfe with fliouts and
^ij i^. My countrymen,

—

2. C. Peace; filence ; Brutus (^Gdks,

I. C. Peace, ho.

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone.

And, for my fake, (lay here with Antony

:

Do grace to C^esarh corps, and grace his fpeech

Tending to C^esar^s glories ; which Mark Antony

By our permiflion is allow'd to make.
I do entreat you, not a man depart.

Save I alone, 'till Antony have fpoke.

Bru.
I . C. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.

3. C Let him go up into the publick chair ;

We'll hear him : Noble Antony^ go up.

Aur. For Brutus^ fake, I am beholding to you,

S^goes up.

4. C. What does he fay of Brutus P

3. C. He fays, for Brutus^ fake.

He finds himfelf beholding to us all.

4. C. 'Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus here.

I . C. This Cc^sar was a tyrant.
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3 . C. Nay, that's certain :

We are moCi bleft, that Rome is rid of him.

2. C. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can fay,

Ai^r, You gentle Romans^—
Cit. Peace, ho ; let us hear him. [ears

;

Ayir . Friends, Romans^ countrymen, lend me your

I come to bury Casar^ not to praise him :

The evil, that men do, lives after them ;

The good is oft interred with their bones ;

So let it be with Casar, The noble Brutin

Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious :

If it were fo, it was a grievous fault

;

And grievoully hath Caesar anfvver*d it.

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,

(For Brutus is an honourable man

;

So are they all, all honourable men)
Come I to fpeak in C^sar^s funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and juft to me

:

But Brutus fays, he was ambitious

;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Romey

Whose ranfoms did the general coffers fill :

Did this in Casar feem ambitious ?

When that the poor have cry'd, Casar hath wept

:

Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuff:

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal,

I thrice presented him a kingly crown.

Which he did thrice refuse : Was this ambition ?

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious

;

Ar)d, fure, he is an honourable man.
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I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke.

But here I am to fpeak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without cause

;

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him r —
0 judgment, thou art fled to brutifh beafts,

And men have loft their reason ! — Bear Vv^ith me ;

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,

And I muft pause 'till it come back to m.e.

1. C. Methinks, there is much reason in his fayings.

2. C. If thou confider rightly of the matter,

Casar has had great wrong.

3. C. Has he m]> mafters?

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. [crown ;

4. C. Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take the

Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.

1. e. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it.

2. C Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with weeping.

3. C. There's not a nobler man in Rome, than Antony,

4. C. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak.

Ai<r, But yefterday the word of Caesar might
Have flood againft the world : now lyes he there.

And none fo poor to do him reverence.

0 mafters, if I were difpos'd to ftir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 fhould do Brutus wrong, and Coffins wrong.
Who, you all know, are honourable men :

I v/ill not do them wrong ; I rather choose

To wrong the dead, to Vv^rong myfelf, and you.

Than I vv'ill wrong fuch honourable men.
But here's

"I"
a parchment, with the feal of C^sar^

I found it in his closet, 'tis his will

:

Let but the commons hear this teftament,
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(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)

And they would go and kifs dead Ccesar^s wounds,
And dip their napkins in hi3 facred blood ;

Nay, beg a hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills.

Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy.

Unto their iflue.

4. C. We'll hear the will ; ->.Read it, Mark Antony,

Cit. The will, the will ; we will hear C^sar^s will.

Ant, Have patience, gentle friends , I muft not read it

;

Tt is not meet you know how C^sar lov'd you.

You are not wood, you are not Hones, but men

;

And, being men, hearing the will of Ctesar^

J will enflame you, it will make you mad :

'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs

;

For if you fhould, O, what would come of it ?

4. C. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony \

You fhall read us the will ; Cesar's will.

Ant, Will you be patient ? Will you ftay a while ?

I have o'er-fhot myfelf, to tell you of it.

I fear, I wrong the honourable men.
Whose daggers have llab'd Caesar ; I do fear it.

4. C. They were traitors : Honourable men !

Cif, The will, the teftament

!

2. C. They were villains, murderers : The will

;

read the will.

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ?

Then make a ring about the corps of C^sar,

And let me fhew you him that made the will

:

Shall T defcend ? And will you give me leaVe ?

Cif, Come down.
2. C. Defcend.



Julius Cxsar. 57

3. C, You fhall have leave. [he comes do^n.

4; C. A ring

;

Stand round.

1. C. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body*

2. C. Room for Antony \ moll xickA^ Antony

^

Ant, Nay, prefs not fo upon me ; ftand far off.

Cit. Stand back, room ; bear back.

ANr, If you have tears, prepare to Ihed them now*
You all do know this 'X mantle : I remember
The firft time ever C^sar put it on ;

'Twas on a fummer's evening, in his tent

;

That day he overcame the Ner^vii :
—

Look, in this place ran Cafftus* dagger through

:

See, what a rent the envious Cafca made

:

Through this the well-beloved Brutus ftab'd

;

And^ as he pluck'd his curfed fteel away,

Mark how the blood of C<:esar follow'd it

;

As rulhing out of doors, to be rcsolv'd

If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no.

For Brutus, as you know, was Ca^sarh angel :

Judge, o you gods, how dearly desar lov'd him !

This was the moft unkindeft cut of all

;

For when the noble desar faw him ftab.

Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors' arms,

Quite vanquifh'd him : then burft his mighty heart 5

And, in his mantle muffling up his face.

Even at the bafe of Pompey's ftatue.

Which all the while ran blood, great Casar fell,

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilft bloody treason flourilli'd over us,

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel
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The dint of p'ty : these are gracious drops*

Kind fouls, \vnat, weep you, when you but behold
Our Casar^s vefture wounded r Look you here,

Here"^ is himfelf, mar'd, as you fee, with traitors,

1 . C. O piteous fpedacle !

2. C. O noble C<ssar !

3. C. O woeful day !

4. C. O traitors, villains

!

1. C. O
Moft bloody fight

!

2. C. We'll be reveng'd ; Revenge ;

About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay;—
Let not a traitor live.

Ai^t:, Stay, countrymen.

1 . C. Peace there, hear the noble Antony.

2. C. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll dye
with him. [up

AtiT. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftiryou

To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny.

They, that have done this deed, are honourable;

What private griefs they have, alas, I know not.

That made them do it ; they are wise, and honourable.

And will, no doubt, with reasons anfwer you.

I come not, friends, to ftcal away your hearts

;

I am no orator, as Brutus is :

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man.
That love my friend ; and that they know full well,

That gave me publick leave to fpeak of him.

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

A6lion, nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech.

To ftir men's blood : I only fpeak right on ;

i tell you that^ which you yourfelves do know ;



Julius Caesar. 59

Shew you fweetC*5?w's wounds,poor,poor,dumb mouths.

And bid them fpeak for me: But were I Brutus,

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony

Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue

In every wound of Casar, that fhould move
The ilones of Ro?ne to rise and mutiny.

Cit, We'll mutiny.

1 . C. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus,

3. C. Away then, come, feek the confpirators.

Ai^r. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me fpeak,

C/>. Peace, ho ; hear Antony, moft noble Antony.

Ant, Why, friends, you go to do you know not what:
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves ?

Alas, you know not ; I muft tell you then :

You have forgot the will I told you of.

Cit, Moft true ; the will, let's ftay and hear the will.

Ant, Here is the will, and under Casars feaU

To every Roman citizen he gives.

To every feveral man, feventy five drachmas.

2. C. Moft noble C-r^-j^r.^—We'll revenge his death,

3. C, O royal Casar!
Ant, Hear me with patience.

Cit, Peace, ho.

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,

His private arbours, and new- planted orchards.

On this fide Tiber ; he hath left them you.

And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures.

To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelves.

Here was a Casar : When comes fuch another ?

I . C. Never, never : _ Come, come, away

:

We'll burn his body in the holy place.

And with the brands fire all the traitors' houses.
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Take up the body.

2. C. Go, fetch fire.

3. C. Pluck down
'STj&e benches.

4. C. Pluck down forms, t!)e windows, any thing^.

[Exeunt Citizens, ov/V^ t^e Body^

Jwr. Now let it work: Mifchief, thou art a-foot.

Take thou what courfe thou wilt.

Efifer Servant,

How now, fellow ?

Ser. Sir, OSia'vius is already come to Rome.

Jur. Where is he ?

Ser. He and Leptdus are at Camr^t houfe.

Ai^X* And thither will I flraight to visit him

:

He comes upon a wifli. Fortune is merry.

And in this mood will give us any thing.

Ser. I heard them fay, Brutus and CaJJtus

Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome,

JnT. Belike, they had fome notice of the people.

How I had mov'd them. Bring me to OBa^ius.

SCENE III. The fame. A Street.

Enter Cinna the Poet.

CiN. T dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Ccesar,

And things unlucky charge my fantafy

:

I have no will to wander forth of doors.

Yet fomething leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

1 . C. What is your name ?

2. C. Whither are you going ?

3. C, Where do you live ?

4. C. Are you a marry'd man, or a batchelor?

*5 unluckily
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2. C, Anfwer every man dire6lly*

1. C. Ay, and briefly.

4. C. Ay, and wisely.

3. C. Ay, and truly, you were beft.

C/AT. What is my name ? Whitheram I going? Where
do I dwell ? Am I a marry'd man, or a batchelor ? Then
to anfwer every man diredlly, and briefly, wisely, and
truly. Wisely I fay, I am a batchelor.

2. C. That's as much as to fay, they are fools that

marry You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear: Pro-

ceed, dire6lly.

CiN. Diredly, lam going to d^sar^s funeral.

1. e. As a friend, or an enemy ?

CiN» As a friend*

2. C. That matter is anfwer'd direftly.

4. C. For your dwelling,— briefly?

CiN, Briefly, I dwell by the capitol.

3. C. Your name, lir, truly?

CiN* Truly, my name is Cinna,

I . C. Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator.

C//yr. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cimta the poet.

4. C. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him for his bad
C/isr. I am not C/«;^^ the confpirator. [verfes.

4. C. It is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck but

his name out of his heart, and turn him going, [brands :

3. C. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho, fire-

To Brutus\ to Coffins^', burn all : Some toDecius^ houfe,

and fome to Cafca^s ; fome to Ltgarius* : away ; go.

JCT IV.
SCENE I. Thefame, A Rtom in kviXonf%Houft.

Vol. Vlir. E
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Enter Antony, Octavius, andLEviDVS.
[prick'd.

j{nT, These many "(" then fhall dye ; their names are

Oct. Your brother too mull dye ; Confen t you, Le^

Lep. I do confent : [pUus ?

Oct, Prick him down, Antony.

Lep, Upon condition Publius (hall not live,

Who is your filler's fon, Mark Antony,

Ant. He fhall not live ; look, with a fpot i damn him .

But, Lepidus, go you to Casars Houfe ;

Fetch the will hither, and we fhall determine

How to cCit ofF fome charge in legacies.

Lep. What, fhall I find you here ?

Ocr. Or here, or at the capitol. [Exit Lepidcts*^

An'T, This is a flight, unmeritable man.
Meet to be fent on errands : Is it fit.

The three-fold world divided, he Ihould fland

One of the three to fhare it ?

Ocr, So you thought him ;

And took his voice who fhould be prick'd to dye,

In our black fentence and profcription.

Ai^r, OSiamusy I have feen more days than you

:

And though we lay these honours on this man.
To ease ourfelves of divers fland'rous loads,

He fhall but bear them as the afs bears gold.

To groan and fweat under the businefs.

Either led or driven, as we point the way

;

And having brought our trf^asure where we will.

Then take we down his load, and turn him off.

Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears,

And graze in commons.
Ocr. You may do yovir will;,-
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But he's a try'd and valiant foldier.

Jnt. So is my horfe, OSia^ius ; and, for that,

I do appoint him llore of provender :

It is a creature that I teach to fight.

To wind, to flop, to run diredly on

;

His corporal motion govern'd by my fpirit.

And, in feme tafte, is Lepidus but fo

;

He muft be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth :

A barren -fpirited fellow ; one that feeds

On abjeft orts, and imitations

;

Which, out of ufe, and ftaPd by other men.
Begin his fafhion : Do not talk of him.

But as a property. And now, OSianjiuSy

Liften great things, Brutus and Caffius

Are levying powers : we muft ftraight make head :

Therefore let our alliance be combined,

Our beft friends made, our beft means ftretch'd

;

And let us presently go fit in council.

How covert matters may be beft difclos'd.

And open perils fureft anfwered.

Ocr. Let us do fo : for we are at the ftake,

And bay'd about with many enemies;

And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear.

Millions of mifchiefs. \Exeunf>

SCENE 11. Camp mar Sardis.

Before Brutus'j Tent, Enter Brutus, and Forces ;

Lucius, and Others, attending:

Bru. Stand, ho. {to his Officers^ entering,

to hi?ny Lu CI L I u s , njuith Soldiers ;

Pindar us, rt;?^ Titinius.

hue. Give the word, hoj and ftand. [to his Partyu

On Objeas, Arts, and
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Bru. What now, LuciUusP is Cafftus near ?

Luc* He is at hand ; and Findarus is come
To do you falutation from his mafter.

\ presenting Pindarus, uoho gi^es a Letter.

Bru. He greets me well. —Your mafter, Pindarusy
In his own charge, or by ill officers.

Hath given me fome worthy cause to wifli

Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand,

I fhall be fatiffy'd.

Pin, 1 do not doubt.

But that my noble mafter will appear

Such as he is, full of regard, and honour.

Bru, He is not doubted.^" A word, Luciliusy^^

How he receiv'dyou,— let me be resolv'd.

"

Luc, " With courtefy, and with refpedt enough ;

"

** But not with fuch familiar inftances,

"

Nor with fuch free and friendly conference,
"

As he hath us'd of old."

Bru. "Thou haft defcrib'd"

A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius,^*

^' When love begins to ficken and decay,

"

*^ It useth an enforced ceremony."
*^ There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith

But hollow men, likehorfes hot at hand,"

Make gallant (hew and promise of their mettle ;"

" But when they Ihould endure the bloody fpur,"

They fall their crefts, and, like deceitful jades,"
" Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ?

"

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to bequarter'd;

The greater part, the horfe in general,"

Are come with CaffJus.'^ [Marcb ^within.

Bru, Hark, he is arriv'd:—

^ change
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March gently on to meet him. [Marci,

Enter Ca s s i u s , and Forces*

Cas. Stand, ho. [to his Officers, entering,

Bru. Stand:— \to his.^ Speak the word along.

i.O. Stand,

2. O. Stand.

3.0. Stand.

Cas, Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.

Bru. Judge me, you gods! wrong I mine enemies ?

And, if not fo, how (hould I wrong a brother ?

Cas, Brutus^ this fober form of yours hides wrongs;

And when you do them,—
Bru, Caffitis^ be content,

Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well

:

Before the eyes of both our armies here.

Which fhould perceive nothing but love from us,

Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ;

Then in my tent, CaJJius, enlarge your griefs^

And I will give you audience.

C^5. Pindarus,

Bid our commanders lead their charges ofF

A little from this ground,

Brv, LuciliuSi

Do you the like; and let no man, iluciltu0,

Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference.

Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt,

SCENE m. Within the Tent.

Lucius, Titinius, at the Door :

Enter ^VLUTVs^ and Cassivs,
Ca s . That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this

:

you have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pel/a,
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For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;

Wherein, my letter, praying on his fide,

Because I knew the man, was flighted of.

Bru. You wronged yourfelf, to write in fuch a cafe.

Cuis. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet
That every nice offence fliould bear his comment.

Brv, 3nTl let me tell you, CaJJtus, you yourfelf

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm

;

To fell and mart your offices for gold.

To undeservers.

Cas. I an itching palm?
You know, that you are Brutus that Ipeak this.

Or, by the gods, this fpeech were elle your lail.

Bru. The name of CaJJtus honours this corruption.

And chaftisement doth therefore hide his head.

Ca^, Chaftisement

!

Bru, Remember M«rf>^, the ides ofilf^rr^ remember

:

Did not great Julius bleed for juftice' fake ?

What villain touched his body, that did ftab.

And not for juftice? What, fliall one of us.

That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world.

But for fupporting robbers ; fliall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours

For fo much trafli, as may be grafped thus ?

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon.
Than fuch a Roman,

Cas, Brutus, bay not me,
I'll not endure it : you forget yourfelf.

To hedge me in ; I am a foldier, I,

Older in pradice, abler than yourfelf

To make conditions.

*S baite not
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Bru. Go to ; you are not Cajpus.

Cas. I am.
Bru, I fay, you are not.

Cas, Urge me no more, I ihall forget myfelf;

Have mind upon your health, tempt me no farther.

Bru, Away, flight man !

Cas, Is't poffible ?

Bru, Hear me, for I will fpeak.

Muft I give way and room to your rafh choler ?

Shall I be frighted, when a madman ftares ?

Cab. O ye gods, ye gods ! Muft I endure all this ?

Bru, All this ? Ay, more : Fret, 'till your proud heart

Go, fhew your flaves how cholerick you are, [break

;

And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ?

Muft I observe you ? Muft I ftand and crouch

Under your tefty humour ? By the gods,

You lhall digeft the venom of your ipleen.

Though it do fplit you : for, from this day forth,

I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter.

When you are wafpifti,

Cas, Is it come to thk ?

Bru, You fay, you are a better foldier

:

Let it appear fo; make your vaunting true.

And it ftiall please me well : For mine own part,

I fliall be glad to learn of noble men.
Ca s , Youwrongme everyway, you wrong me, Brutus J

I faid, an elder foldier, not a better

;

Did I fay, better ?

Bru, If you did, T care not. [me<,

Ca s , When Caesar liv'd, he durft not thus have mov'd
Bru. Peace, peace; you durft not fo have tempted

C^$. I durft not? [him^

E 4
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Bnu. No.
Cj4S. What, durft not tempt himi
Bru» For your life you durft not.

Ca$. Do not presume too much upon my love,

I may do that I lhall be forry for.

Bj<u, You have done that you fhould be forry for.

There is no terror, CaJJius^ in your threats ;

For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honefty,

That they pafs by me, as the idle wind,

Which I refpeft not. I did fend to you

For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me;—
For I can raise no money by vile means :

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart.

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring

From the hard hands of peasants their vile tralh.

By any indiredlion, I did fend

To you for gold to pay my legions,

Which you deny'd me : Was that done like Caffius ?

Should 1 have anfwer'd Caius CaJJius fo ?

When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends.

Be ready, gods, with all your thunder-bolts,

Dalh him to pieces I

Ca^, I deny'd you not.

Bru, You did.

C^5. I did not: he was but a fool, [heart:

That brought my anfwer back. Brutus hath riv'd my
A friend Ihould bear his friend's infirmities.

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Brv, I do not, 'till you praftife them on me.
Cab, You love me not.

Bru. I do not like your faults.
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Cas, a friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.

Bru. a flatterer's would not, though they do appear

As huge as high Olympus.

Cas, Come, Antony , and, young OSla'uzus^ come,

Revenge yourfelves alone on Cafftusy

For Cafftus is aweary of the world :

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother

;

Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd,

Set in a note-book, learn'd, and con'd by rote.

To caft into my teeth. O, I could weep
My fpirit from mine eyes. There is my dagger,

And here "j" my naked breaft ; within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus^ mine, richer than gold

:

If that thou beefl: a Romany take it forth ;

I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart

:

Strike, as thou did'ft at Casar ; for, I know.
When thou did'fl: hate him word, thou lov'dft him better

Than ever thou lov'dft Cafftus.

Bru, Sheath your dagger :

Be angry when you will, it lhall have fcope

;

Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour.
O CaJJiusy you are yoked with a lamb,
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire

;

Who, much enforced, Ihews a hafty fpark.

And ftraight is cold again.

Cas, Hath liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ?

Bru, When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.

Cas, Do you confefs fo much ? Give me your hand.
Bru, And my heart too,

Cas, O Brutusy"^

'3 PWs
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Brji. What^ the matter ?

Cas, Have you not love enough to bear with me,
When that rafh humour, which my mother gave me,
Makes me forgetful ? \_Noise 'within^

Bru, Yes, Cajjius ; and, henceforth.

When you are over-earnefl with your Brutus,

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you fo.

Poet. \fwithin'\ Let me go in to fee the generals ;

There is fome grudge between them, 'tis not meet
They be alone.

Luc. [at the Door,] You ihall not come to them.

Feet. [fLvithiri,'] Nothing but death fliall flay me.
pnter Poet.

Cas, How now ? What's the matter :

Poet. For lhame, you generals ; What do you mean ?

Love, and be friends, as two fuch men fhould be ;

For I have feen more years, Pm fure, than ye.

Cas. Ha, ha ; how vilely does this cynick rhime ?

Bru. Get you hence, firrah j faucy fellow, hence.

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; 'tis his fafhion.

Bru. ril know his humour, when he knows his time

:

What Ihould the wars do with these jingling fools ?

Companion, hence.

Cas. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet.

Enter Lucilius, and Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the comma;iders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. [you

Cas. And come yourfelves, and bring Mejfala with

Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius, and Titinius.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. [£';f// Lucius.
Cas. \ did not think, you could have been fo angry,

Bru. O Cajjius, 1 am fick of many griefs.

5 and from henceforth Jigging
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CjiS. Of your philofophy you make no ufe.

If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru, No man bears forrow better ~P^r//^ is dead.

Cas. Ha! Portia?

Bru, She is dead.

Cji s. How 'fcap'd I killing, when I croff'd you fo

0 infupportable and touching lofs ! —
Upon what ficknefs ?

Bru. Impatient of my abfence;

And grief, that young O^anjius with Mark Antony

Have made themfelves fo ftrong ;
— for with her death

That tidings came ; —With this fhe fell diftra6t,

And, her attendants abfent, fwallow'd fire.

Ca5. And dy'd fo ?

Bru, Even fo.

Cas, O ye immortal gods I

Re-enter Lucius, ^itb Wine^ and Tapers,

Bru, Speaknomoreofher.—Givemeabowl ofwine:

In this I bury all unkindnefs, CaJJius, \_drinks,

Cas. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge :

Fill, Lucius, 'till the wine o'er-fwell the cup

;

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [drinh.

Re-enter TiTiNivs, n.mth Messala.
Br u. Come in, Titinius .-—Welcome, good MeJ/ala.—

,

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,

And call in queftion our necefTities.

Cas, " Portia ! art thou gone ?

"

Bru, **No more, I pray you.''—

-

Mejfala, t have here "j" received letters.

That young Oda'vius, and Mark Antony,

Come down upon us with a mighty power.
Bending their expedition towards Philippic
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Mes, Myfelf have letters of the felf-fame tenour.

Br [/. With what addition ?

Mes. That by profcription, and bills of out-lawry,

OSia'vius^ Aiiiony\ and Lepidus^

Have put to death a hundred fenators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree;
Mine fpeak of feventy fenators, that dy'd

By their profcription s, Cicero being one.

Ca s . Cicero one ?

Mes. Cicero is dead,

And that by order of profcription.—.

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?

Bru. No, Mejfala.

Mes, Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ?

Bru. Nothing, MeJJala.

Mes, That, methinks, is ftrange.

Bru, Why afk you ? Hear you ought ofher in yours f

Mes, No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman^ tell me true.

Mes, Then like a Rommt bear the truth I tell

;

For certain Ihe is dead, and by ftrange manner.

Br u. Why, farewel, Portia,—We mull dye, Mejjfala ;

With meditating that Ihe mufl dye once,

I have the patience to endure it now,

Mes, Even fo great men great lolTes Ihould endure.

Cas, I have as mucl] of this in art as you, \io Bru.

But yet my nature could not bear it fo.

Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you think

Of marching to Philippi presently?

Gas. I do not think it good.

Bru, Your reason ?

Gas. This it is:

V' by that
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^Tis better that the enemy feek us

:

So fhall he vvafte his means, weary his foldiers,

Doing himfelf offence ; whilft we, lying ftill.

Are full of reft, defence, and nimblenefs.

Br V, Good reasons mull, offorce, give place to better.

The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground.

Do Hand but in a forc'd affection

;

For they have grudg'd us contribution :

The enemy, marching along by them.

By them fhall make a fuller number up.

Come on refrefh'd, new- added, and encourag'd

;

From which advantage fliall we cut him off,

If at Philippi we do face him there,

These people at our back.

Cas, Hear me, good brother.

Bru, Under your pardon. You muft note befide.

That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends.

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe ;

The enemy increafeth every day.

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;

Omitted, ail the voyage of their life

Is bound in fhallows, and in miseries.

On fuch a full fea are we now afloat

;

And we mufl take the current when it ferves.

Or lose our ventures.

Cas, Then, with your will, goon;
We'll on ourfclves, and meet them at Philippi,

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk.

And nature mufl obey neceflity

;

Which we will niggard with ^ little refl.

^5 v/ee'l al(?n§ our
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There is no more to fay ?

C^s. No more. Good night

:

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. \MeJfala : —
£ru. Lildusjmy gown. [Exh Luc] Farewel, good

Goodnight, Titimus : ^Nohle, nohle Caj/tusy

Good night, and good repose.

CuiS. O my dear brother !

This was an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come fuch division 'tween our fouls !

Let it not, Brutus.

Bru^ Every thing is well.

Cas, Good night, my lord.

Brit, Good night, good brother.

TiT, Mes, Good night, lord Brutus,

Bru. Farewel, everyone. Cas.Tit. Mes.
, Re-enter Lucius, ^ith the Go<wn,

Give me the gown. Where is thy inflrument ?

Luc. Here in the tent.

Br u. What, thou fpeak'ft drowsily ?

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'er-watch'd»

Call Claudius, and fome other of my men ;

V\\ have them lleep on cufhions in my tent.

Luc, Varroy and Claudius !

Enter Varro, and Claudius.
Far, Calls my lord ?

Bru, I pray you, firs, lye in my tent, and fleep

;

It may be, I lhall raise you by and by
On businefs to my brother CaJJius. [pleasure.

Var, So please you, we will ftand, and watch your
Bru, I will not have it fo: lye down, good firs

;

It may be, I fhall otherwise bethink me.
[^Seruants retire, andjleep-
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Look, Lucius^ here's "|" the book I fought for fo ;

J put it in the pocket of my gown.
Luc. I was fure, your lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am muchfargetful.

Can'ft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while.

And touch thy inftrument a ftrain or two ?

Luc, Ay, my lord, an^t please you.

Bru, It does, my boy:

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc, It is my duty, lir.

Bru. I fhould not urge thy duty pall thy might

;

I know, young bloods look for a time of reft.

Luc, I have flept, my lord, already.

Bru, It was well done ; and thou fhalt lleep again,-

I will not hold thee long ; If I do live,

I will be good to thee. \^Musicky and a Song : toivard

the End, Lucius falls ajkep.

This is a fleepy tune:— O murderous flumber,

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy.

That plays thee musick? — Gentle knave, good nighty

I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee :

Tf thou dort nod, thou break'll thy inftrument,

I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night.

\lays the Injfrument by, andJits dovji!„

Let me fee, let me fee ; Is not the leaf turn'd down.
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think.

Enter the Ghoji ^ Cicsar.

How ill this taper burns !
—Ha 1 who comes here

I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,

That ftiapes this monftrous apparition.

It comes upon me Art thou any thing ?

Art thou fome god, fom€ singel, or fome deviip
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That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to flare f

Speak to me, what thou art.

G^o. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus.

Bru. Why com'ft thou ?

Gho, To tell thee, thou lhalt fee me at Philippz.

Bru, Well ; Then I fhall fee thee again ?

Gho. Ay, at PhiUppi, \jvanijhes*

Br u. Why, I will fee thee at PhiUppi then.

Now I have taken heart, thou vanilheft :

111 fpirit, I would hold more talk with thee.—
Boy, Lucius I arro ! Claudius

!

— Sirs, awake !—
Claudius t

Luc, The firings, my lord, are falfe.

Bru, He thinks, he flill is at his inflrument, ^
Lucius, awake,

Luc, My lord, [^waking.'] [out?

Bku, Did'fl thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cry'dfl

Luc, My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Br u. Yes, that thou did'll : Did'fl thou fee any thing I

Luc, Nothing, my lord.

Bru, Sleep again, Zwc/W. — Sirrah, Claudius!

Fellow thou, awake^

Far, My lord.

Cla. My lord.

Bru, Why did you fo cry out, firs, in yourfleep .^

Var, Cla. Did we, my lord ?

Br u. Ay ; Saw you any thing ?

Far, No, my lord, I faw nothing.

Cla, Nor I, my lord.

Bru. Go and commend me to my brother CaJJius'^

Bid him fet on his powers betimes before^

-And we will follow.
'



JuHus Caesar.

Var» CiJ. It lhall be done, my lord.

77

SCENE l. F/ahis a/ ?hmppi.
Enter Oct AVIV &y Antony, and their Army,

Oct. Now, Antony^ our hopes are anfwered

:

You faid, the enemy would not come down.
But keep the hills and upper regions

;

It proves not fo : their battles are at hand

;

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,

Anfwering before we do demand of them.

Ai^r. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and 1 know
Wherefore they do it : they could be content

To visit other places ; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face.

To faften in our thoughts that they have courage

;

But 'tis not fo.

Enter a MeiTenger

Mef, Prepare you, generals

:

The enemy comes on in gallant Ihew

;

Their bloody fign of battle is hung out,

And fomething to be done immediately.

Aur. Oda<vius^ lead your battle foftly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Ocr. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left,

Ai^r, Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

Gcr. I do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. \March,

Drum, Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army

;

LuciLius, Titinius, Mess At a, and Others^ attending ^

Bru. They Hand, and would have parley.

Vol. VIIL
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Stand faft, Titinius^ we mufl out and talk. .

Oct, Mark Antony y fhall we give fign of battle ?

-^ivr. No, Caesary we will anfwer on their charge.

Make forth, the generals would have fome words.

Ocr. Stir not until the fignal. \to his Troops,

Bru, Words before blows: Is it fo,. countrymen?
Oct, Not that we love words better, as you do.

Br u* Goodwords arebetter than badftrokes,0^^w/^/.

Ant, In yourbad ftrokes, you give good words

:

Witnefs the hole you made in Casar*s heart.

Crying, Long li^e ! hail', Caesar !

Cas, Antony^

The poflure of your blows are yet unknown ,

But for your words, you rob the Hybla bees,

And leave them honeylefs.

Ant. Not ftinglefs too.

Brv. O, yes, and foundlefs too

;

For you have ftoln their buzzing, Ajitony^

And, very wisely, threat before you fling.

Ant . Villains, you did not fo, when your vile daggers

Hack'd one another in the fides of C^sar:
You fhew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'dlike hounds.

And bow'd like bondmen, kifling Ceesars feet

;

Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind,

Strook C^sar on the neck. O flatterers

!

Ca^, Flatterers! Now, Brutusy thank yourfelf

;

This tongue had not offended fb to-day.

If CaJJius might have rul'd. [fweat,

Ocr. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make us

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Look,
"I"

I draw a fword againfl confpirators

;

When think you that the fword goes up again ?

^5 O you Flat—
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Never, 'till Casar*s three and twenty wounds

Be well aveng'd ; or 'till another Ctesar

Have added (laughter to the fword of traitors.

Brv, C^sar, thou can'ft not dye by traitors' hands,

Unlefs thou bring'ft them with thee.

Oct. So I hope;

I was not born to dye on Brutus' fword.

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain,

Young man, thou could'ft not dye more honourable.

Cuis. A peevilh fchool boy, worthlefs of fuch honour,

Join'd with a malker and a reveller.

Jnt. Old CaJ/^us ftill.

Oct, Come, Antony \ away.—
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field

;

If not, when you have ftomacks.

\Exeunt Antony, Oct avi us, and Army,
Cjis, Why now, blow, wind ; fvvell, billow ; and fwim,

^heHorm is up, and all is on the hazard. [bark

:

Bru, Ludlius; hark, a word with you.

Luc, My lord. \they con^verfe apart.

-

Cas, MeJ/ala,-'

Mes, What fays my general?

Cas, Meffalay

This is my birth-day ; as this very day
Was CaJJius born. Give me thy hand, Meffala :

Be thou my witnefs, that, againft my will.

As Pompey was, am I compelled to fet

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know, that I held Epicurus ilrong.

And his opinion : now I change my mind.
And partly credit things that do prefage.

» thirty
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Coming from Sardisy on our former enfign

Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'dy

Gorging and feeding from our foldiers' hands

;

Who to Philippi here conforted us

:

This morning are they fled away, and gone;
And, in their fteads, do ravens, crows, and kites.

Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us,

As we were fickly prey ; their fhadows feem
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghoft.

M£S. Believe not fo.

Ca^, I but believe it partly ;

For I am frefh of fpirit, and resolv'd

To meet all perils very conftantly.

Brv, Even fo, Lucilius,

Cj4S, Now, moft noble Brutus,

The gods to-day ftand friendly ; that we may.
Lovers, in peace, lead on our days to age

!

But fmce the affairs of men reft ftill uncertain.

Let's reason with the worft that may befal.

If we do lose this battle, then is this

The very laft time we fhall fpeak together

:

What are you then determined to do ?

Bru, Even by the rule of that philofophy.

By which I did blame Cato for the death

Which he did give himfelf ;— I know not how,
But I do find it cowardly and vile.

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent

The term of life:—arming myfelf with patience,.

To ftay the providence of fome high powers,

That govern us below.

Cjs, Then^ if we lose this battle^

'S* rcfts The time of
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You are contented to led in triumph

Thorough the ftreets of Rome?
Bru. No, CaJJIus, no: think not, t\iO\ixioh\c Roman,

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome

;

He bears too great a mind. But this fame day

Muft end that work, the ides of March begun ;

And, whether we lhall meet again, I know not.

Therefore our everlafting farewel take :

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Cajjius I

If we do meet again, why we lhall fmile

;

If not, why then this parting was well made.

Cas, Forever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus f

If we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed

;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.

Br u. Why then, lead on— O, that a man might know
The end of this day's businefs, ere it come !

But it fufhceth, that the day will end.

And then the end is known.-^Come, ho; away. [Exeunf^

SCENE II. The fame. The Field of Battle.

Alarumsy as of a Battlejoin d. Enter

Brutus, Meffala.

Bru, Ride, ride, Mejfala^ ride, and give these"]" bills

Unto the legions on the other fide :

Let them fet on at once ; for I perceive

But cold demeanour in OSiauius^ wing.

And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, MeJ/ala ; let them all come down. [Exeunt.

' SCENE III. Another Part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter Cassiv s, and 'Titinivs,
Cuis. O, lopk, T'itinius, look, the villains fly!
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Myfelf have to mine own turn'd enemy

:

This enfign here of mine was turning back

;

I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

T'/r. O Cafftus, Brutus gave the word too early:

Who, having fome advantage on OSia^ius,

Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,

Whilft we by Antony are all enclos'd.

Enter PiKdarus.
Pja'. Fly further olF, my lord, fly further off;

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord :

Fly therefore, noble CaJJius^ fly far off.

C^5, This hill is far enough Look, look, Titiniusy

Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire ?

Tjr. They are, my lord.

Cas. Titinius, if thou lov'll me.
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,

'Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops.

And here again ; that I may reft allur'd.

Whether yon' troops are friend or enemy.

Tit* I will be here again, even with a thought.

\^Exit TlTINIUS.
CjiS, Go, Pindarusy get thither on that hill;

My fight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou not'ft about the field.

[Exit PiNDARUS*
This day I breathed firft : time is come round.

And, where I did begin, there fliall I end

;

My life is run his compafs Sirrah, what news ?

Pin* [W/^/;/.] O my lord I

Cjis, What news ?

Pin. Ifwithiii,'] is enclosed round about

With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur ;
—
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Yet he fpurs on, Now they are almoft on him :
—

Ti/tmus /-'l^ow feme light:— O, he lights too:—
He'sta'en; and, hark, they Ihout for joy. [S^out»

Cas, Come down.
Behold no more

—

O, coward that I am, to live fo long.

To fee my beft friend ta'en before my face !

Re-enter Pindarics,

Come hither, firrah

:

In Partbin did I take thee prisoner

;

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life,

That whatfoever 1 did bid thee do,

Thou fhould*ft attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath;

Now be a free-man ; and, with this good fword.

That ran through G^/zzr's bowels, fearch this bosom.
Stand not to anfwer : Here, take thou the hilts

;

And, when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now.
Guide thou the fword. — C^sar, thou art revenged,

Even with the fword that kilPd thee. [ dies,

PjN, So, I am free; yet would not fo have been,

Durft .1 have done my will. O Caffius !

Far from this country Pindarns fliall run.

Where never Roman lhall take note of him. [E;(if,

Re-enter Titinius, ivitb Mess a la.

Mrs. It is but change, Titinius ; for OSiauius

Is overthrown by noble Brutus^ power.

As CaJJius^ legions are by Antony.

TiT, These tidings will well comfort CaJJtus.

Mes, Where did you leave him ?

Tir. All difconfolate.

With Pivdarus his bondman, on this hill.

AT^s. ]? not that he, that lies upon the ground ?

* Now Tutniuz,
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Tir, He lies not like the living. O my heart

!

Mes, Is not that he ?

Tir, No, this was he, MeJJalay

But CaJJius IS no more.^O fetting fun.

As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,

So in his red blood CaJJius^ day is fet

;

The fun of Rome is fet ! Our day is gone ;

Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done!
Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.

Mes. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.

O hateful error, melancholy's child,

Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not r Error, foon conceived.

Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth.

But kill'ft the mother that engender'd thee.

Tir, Why, Pindarus! Where art thou, Pindarus?
Mes. Seek him, T'itinius; whilft I go to meet

The noble Brutus, thrufting this report

Into his ears : I may fay, thrufting it

;

For piercing fteel, and darts envenom'd.

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,

As tidings of this fight.

Tjt'. Hye you, MeJJala,

And I will feek for Pindarus the while.

\Exit Messala.
Whydid'ft thou fend me forth, hv2.\QCaJJiusP

Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they

Put on my brows this
"f"

wreath of viftory, [ftiouts ?

And bid me give it thee ? Did 'ft thou not hear their

Alas, thou haft mifconftru'd every thing.

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow;
Thy Brutus b;d me give it thee, and I

«3 O Error
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Will do his bidding. come apace,

And fee how I regarded Caius CaJJius

By your leave, gods : ^This is a Roman's part

;

Come, CaJJius* fword, and find Titintus^ heart.

Re-e^iteryiESSAhA, w///^ Lucilius, Brutus,
young Cato, and Others,

Bru. Where, where, Me//a/a, doth his body lye ?

Mes. Lo, yonder; and Titinius mourning it,

Bru, Titinius^ fdiCt is upward.

y, C. He is flain.

Bru, O Julius C^^sar, thou art mighty yet

;

Thy fpirit walks abroad, and turns our (words

In our own proper entrails.

y, C, Brave Titinius ! _
Look, whe'r he have not crown'd dead CaJJius f

Bru, Are yet two Romans living fuch as these

Thou laft of all the Rc?na?is^ fare thee well

!

It is impolTible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow. _ Friends, I owe more tears

To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay
I fhall find time, CaJ/ius, I fhall find time.—
Come, therefore, and to ThaJJos fend his body;

His funeral lhall not be in our camp.
Left it difcomfort \xs,^Lucilius, come;—
And come, young Cato-, let us to the field.

Labeo, and Fla^vius, fet our battles on :

'Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night

We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight. [Ex€unf,

SCENE IV, Another Part of the Field,

Alarums, Enter, fghting. Soldiers of both Armies

;

then, Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and Others.

»7 ThelafI Thcir^Ht *3 Funerails



86 Julius CjEsar.

Bru. Yet, countrymen, o, yet, hold up yoqr heads

f

y, C. Wh at baftard doth not?^Who will go with me ?

1 will proclaim my name about the field

I am the fon of Marcus Cafo, ho,

A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ;

I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho 1

[charges the retiring Enemy*

Br u. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ;

Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus !

\charges them in another Part, and Exit,

dri'vingthem in. The Party chared by

Cato rally, and Cato falls,

Luc, O young and noble Cato, art thou down?
Why, now thou dy'ft as bravely as Titinius',

And may'ft be honoured being Gate's fon.

1. S. Yield, or thou dy'ft.

Luc, Only I yield to dye:

There is "|" fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight

;

iKili Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

1 . S, We muft not, ixi—A noble prisoner

!

2. S, Room, ho J Tell Anto7iy, Brutus is ta'en.

1 , 5. I'll tell the news. —Here comes the general : —

,

Enter Antony.
Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord.

Am:, Where is he ? \they y^o-Tv Lucilius,

Luc, Safe, Anto7iy ; Brutus is fafe enough :

I dare afTure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus :

The gods defend him from fo great a lhame

!

When you do find him, or alive, or dead.

He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf.

^A^r. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I affure you.

tell thee ncwe?



Julius Ccesar. 87

A prize no lefs in worth : keep this man fafe,

Give him all kindnefs : I had rather have

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on.

And fee whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead :

And bring us word, unto Oj}a<vius* tent,

How every thing is chanced. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. Another Part of the Field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato,
and VoLUMNius,

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, reft on this rock.

Cli, Statilius Ihew'd the torch-light ; but, my lord.

He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ;

It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus.

[ nx)hiffering him in the ear.

Cii. What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world.

Bru. Peace then, no words,

Cli. ril rather kill myfelf.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. \fwhifpers him.

Dar. I do fuch a deed 1

Cli. O Dardanius

!

Dar. O Clitus!

Cli. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ?

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he meditates,.

Cli. Now is that noble veflel full of grief.

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius% lift a word.

Vol. What fays my lord ?

Br u. Why, this, Volumnius

:

The ghoft of C^sar hath appeared to me
Two feveral times by night : at Sardisy once ;

Shall I
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And, this laft night, here in Philippi' fields :

I know, my hour is come.
Vol. Not fo, my lord.

Bru, Nay, I am fure it is, Folumnitu,

Thou fee'ft the world, Folumnius, how it goes ;

Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [/oou Alarums.

It is more worthy, to leap in ourfelves,

Than tarry 'till they pufh us. Good Volutmiius^

Thou know'il, that we two went to fchool together ;

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee.

Hold thou my fword's hilt, whil'lt I run on it.

Vol, That's no^ an office for a friend, my lord-

[Alarums JiilL

Cli, Fly; fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here.

^i?ir.* Farewel to you ;— and you ;-_and you, Vo-

Strata, thou haft been all this while aflee^ ; \]u7nnius—
Farevvel to thee too, Strata Countrymen,
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.

I fhall have glory by this losing day.

More than Oc^a^ius, and Mark Antony^

By this vile conqueft lhall attain unto.

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue

Hath almoft ended his life's hiftory :

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would reft.

That have but labour'd to attain this hour.

\Alarums, Cry nxjithin^ Fly, fly, fly,

Cli, Fly, my lord, fly.

Bru. Hence, I will follow tijee*

[Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, Volumnius,
I pr'ythee, Strate, ftay thou by thy lord :

Tho^ art a fellow of a good rcfped

;

? ? Sword Hllts^ ' 7 to thee, to Strato, Countn-men ;
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Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in it

:

Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face.

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou. Strata P

Str, Giveme your hand firfr: Fare you well, my lord.

Br u. Farewel, good Strato— Caesar^ now be Hill

;

I kiird not thee with half fo good a will.

[runs upon his S'worciy and dies*

Alarums, Retreat

>

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army \

LuciLius, ^«^/Messala.
Ocr. What man is that ?

. My mailer's man. — Strato, where is thy mailer ?

Str, Free from the bondage you are in, Mejfala ;

The conquerors can but make a fire of him

:

For Brutus only overcame himfelf.

And no man elfe hath honour by his death.

Lvc, So^/7<f///jihoiild be found—I thank thee, Brutus^

That thou hail prov'd Liuilius'' faying true.

Ocr, All that (tfv^di Brutus, I will entertain them,—

.

Fellow, wilt thou bellow thy time with me ?

Str. Ay, if Mefala will prefer me to you.

Oct. Do fo, Mejfala.

Mes. How dy'd my mailer. Strata P

Str, I held the fword, and he did run on it.

Mes. OBa^Dius^ then take him to follow thee.

That did the lateil fervice to my mailer.

Ai^r. This was the nobleil Ro?nan df them all

:

All the confpirators^, fave only he.

Did that they did in envy of great C<esar ;

He, only, in a general honeil thought.

And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle; and the elements
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So mixt in him, that nature might liand up<

And fay to all the world. This <was a man,
Oct, According to his virtue let us use him.

With all refped, and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-night lhall lye,

Moft like a foldier, order'd honourably.—
So, call the field to reft : and let's away.

To part the glories of this happy day* [Exeunt.
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SCENE I. Alexandria.

A Rocm in Cleopatra'j Palace,

Enter Demetrius, and Philo.

Phi, Nay, but this dotage of our general's

O^er-flows the measure : those his goodly eyes.

That o'er the files and mufters of the war
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn,

The office and devotion of their view
Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart,

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft

The buckles on his breaft, reneges all temper

;

And is become the bellows, and the fan.

To cool a gipfy's luft.^Look, where they come:
Flourijh. Enter AntonV, Cleopatra, and

iherr Trains ; Eunuchsfanning her.

Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him
The triple pillar of the world tranfform'd

Into a ftrumpet's fool : behold and fee.

Ci£. If it be love indeed, tell me how much.

Vol. VIII. G
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Anr, There's beggary in the love thatcan be reckon'd.

Cle. ril fet abournhow far to be belov'd. [earth.

Anr, Then muft thou needs find but new heaven, new
Enter an Attendant.

An, News, my good lord, from Rome,

Ant. grates me : ^The fum.

Cle, Nay, hear them Antony :

Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows
If the fcarce-bearded Casar have not fent

His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this ;

T'ake in that kingdom, and enfranchise that \

Perform^ty or elfe nxje damn thee*

Ant. How, my love

!

Cle, Perchance? Nay, and moft like ;

You mull not ftay here longer, your difmiffion

Is come from Caesar ; therefore hear it, Antony,

Where's Ful^ia% procefs ?
—

" Caesar's, I would fay ?
—

Callinthemeflengers.—.AsIam£^j^;J/*s queen, [Both?
Thou bluflieft, Antony ; and that blood of thine

Is C^sars homager : fo thy cheek pays (hame.

When fhrill-tongu'd Ful^ia fcolds— The me/Tengers.

Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arch

Of the rang'd empire fall ! Here
"f"

is my fpace

;

Kingdoms are clay : Our dungy earth alike

Feeds beaft as man : the noblenefs of life

Is, to do thus ; when fuch a mutual pair.

And fuch a twain can do't ; in which, I bind.

On pain of punifhment, the world to weet

We ftand up peerlefs.

Cle, Excellent falfliood

!

Why did he marry Fuhia, and not love her ?

J feem the fool I am not ; Antony

*® homager : clfe ib 3 a He fcemc
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Will be mmfelf.

Ant, But, ftir'd by Cleopatra,—
Now, for the love of love, and his foft hours,

Let's not confound the time with conference harfli

:

There's not a minute of our lives Ihould ftretch

Without fome pleasure now : What fport to-night ?

Cij?. Hear the embaffadors.

Ant, Fie, wrangling queen !

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh.

To weep ; whose every paffion fully ftrives

To make itfelf, in thee, fair and admir'd

!

No melTenger, but thine ; And all alone.

To-night, we'll wander through the ftreets, and note

The qualities of people. Come, my queen

;

Laft night you did desire it : Speak not to us,

[^Exeunt A-^ TO "Si Y, Cleopatra, and Train.

Dem, Is C^sar with Antonius priz'd fo flight ?

Fhi, Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony^

He comes, too fliort of that great property

Which Hill fhould go with Antony,

Dem, I am full forry.

That he approves the common lyar, who
Thus fpeaks of him at Rome : But I will hope
Of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy 1 [Exeunt:

SCENE II. ne/ame. Another Room.
Enter Alexas, Iras, Charmian,

Soothfayer, and Others.

Cha, Alexasy fweet Alexas,

Moft any thing Alexas, nag, almoft

Moft abfolute Alexas, wheTe's the foothfayer

That you prais'd fo to the queen ?

3 and her foft
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O, that I knew this husband, which, yon {ay^

Mull charge his horns with garlands !

Ale. Soothfayer, —

^

Soo, Your will ?

Cka, Is this the man ?— Is't you^, fir, thatknow things ?

Soo. In nature's infinite book of fccrecy

A little I can read.

Al e . Shew him your hand.

E?ifer Enobarbus.
Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough,

Cleopatra's health to drink. \^to/ome ^within.

Cha, Good fir, give me good fortune,

800, I make noty but forefce.

CuA, Pray then, forefee me one.

800, You lhall be yet far fairer than you arc*

€ha. He means, in fle{h.

Ira. No, you fhall paint when you are old,

Cha, Wrinkles forbid 1

Ale, Vex not his prefcicncc, be attentive.

Cha, Hulh ! {to Iras.

Soo. You lhall be more beloving, than belov'd.

Cha, I had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Ale, Nay, hear him.

Cha, Good now, fome excellent fortune : Let me Be

marry'd to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them
all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of

Je^Tvry may do homage : find me to marry with OSIa^ins

Casar, and companion me with my miilrefs.

Soo, You fhall outlive the lady whom you ferve.

Cha, O excellent ! I love long life better than figs.

Soo, You have feen and prov'd a fairer former fortune

Than that which u to approach.

* change
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Ch4* Then, belike, my children fhall have no
names : Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches mnft

I have ?

Soo. If every of your wilhes had a womb.
And fertil every wifh, a million.

Cha, Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch.

Ale, You think, none but your (heets are privy %q

^'our wilhes.

Cha» Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Ale. We'll know all our fortune^.

Eiio. Mine, and moft of our fortunes, to-night, (hali

be drunk to bed.

Ira. There's a palm prefages chaftity, if nothing

elfe.

Cha. E'en as the o'er-flowing Nilm prefageth famine.

Ira, Go, you wild bed-flellow, you cannot foothfay,

Cha, Nay, if an oily p^ilm be not a fruitful prog-

noftication, I cannot fcratch mine ear. -^Pr'ythee, tejl

Jier but a worky-day fortune.

Soo, Your fortunes are alike.

Ira. But how, but how? give me particulars.

^00. I h^ve faid.

Ira. Am I not an inch of fortune better than fhe f

Cha. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better

than I, where would you choose it ?

Ira, Not in my husband's nose.

Cha. Our worfer thoughts heavens mend !— Alexas^
come, his fortune, his fortune. ^ O, let him marry a

woman that cannot go, fweet I/zs, 1 befeech thee !

And let her dye too, and give him a worfe ! and let

worfe follow worfe, 'till the worft of all follow him
Jjgiughing to his grave, fifty-fold a cuckold ! Good Ifis^

5 and fore- tell every
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hear me this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of
more weight ; good Ifts^ I befeech thee !

Ira. Amen. Dear goddefs, hear that prayer of the

people! for, as it is a heart-breaking to fee ahandfome
man loofe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly forrow to behold a

foul knave uncuckolded ; Therefore, dear IJis, keep
decorum, and fortune him accordingly 1

Cha, Amen. »

Ale, Lo, now ! if it lay in their hands to make me
a cuckold, they would make themfelves whores, but

they'd do't.

Ei^o, Hulh ! \itxt zomt% Antony,

. CuA, Not he, the queen.

Enter Cleopatra, attended,

Cle. Saw you my lord f

Eno. No, lady.

Cle, Was he not here ?

Cha, No, madam.
Cle, He was difpos'd to mirth; but on the fudden

A Roman thought hath ftrook him, ^Etiobarbus,—

Eno, Madam. [Alexas P

Cle, Seek him, and bring him hither— Where's

Al e . Here, laljp, atyourfervice.—My lordapproaches

.

Enter Antony, ^ith a Meffenger ;

Attendants follonjuing,

Cle, We will not look upon him ; Go with us.

[^^f^aw/ Cleopatra, Enob A R BUS, Alex as,

Iras, Charmian, Soothfayer, and the reft,

Mef. Fzd'via thy wife firft came into the field.

ANr, Againft my brother Lucius?

Mef, Ay : but foon

That war had end, and the time's ftate made friends
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Of them, jointing their forces againft Casar ;

Whose better iflue in the war from Italyy

Upon the firft encounter, drave them.

Ai^r. Well,

What worft ?

Mef, The nature of bad news infedls the teller.

AnT. When it concerns the fool, or coward. On :

Things, that are paft, are done, with me: 'Tis thus

;

Who tells me true, though in his tale lye death,

I hear him as he flatter'd.

Mef. Labienus

(This is ftifF news)

Hath with his Parthian force, tf)rouj25|) extended AJiay

From Euphrates his conquering banner Ihook,

From Syria, to Lydia, and Io7iia ;

Whilft-
JnT, Antony y thou would'ft fay,

—
Mef. O my lord !

ANT, Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue;

Name Cleopatra as (he's calPd in Rome :

Rail thou in Fuluia's phrase ; and taunt my faults

With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds.

When our quick winds lye ftill ; and our ills told us.

Is as our earing. Fare thee well a while.

Me/, At your noble pleasure. \^Exit>

Ant, From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there.

1 . A, The man from Sicyon,— Is there fuch a one ?

2. A, He ftays upon your will.

Ant, Let him appear.

These flrong Egyptian fetters I mull break,

Enter another MelTenger.

* force 'gcvinfl '5 And to Ionia

D4
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Or lose myfelf in dotage.^What are you?
Mef, Fuhia thy wife is dead.

Jn'T, Where dy'd fhe ?

Mef. In Skyon :

Her length of ficknefs, with what elfe more ferious

Importeth thee to know, this =|= bears.

jiNT. Forbear me. [ MefTenger.

There's a great fpirit gone : Thus did I desire it

:

What our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wifh it ours again ; the present pleasure.

By revolution lowering, does become
The opposite of itfelf : (he's good, being gone

;

The hand could pluck her back, that Ihov'd her on,

1 muft from this enchanting queen break off

;

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know.
My idlenefs doth hatch Ho ! Enobarbus !

j5"/:w Enobarbus.
Ei^o, What's your pleasure, fir.

Ai^r. I mull with halte from hence.

Ei^o> Why, then we kill all our women : We fee how
mortal an unkindnefs is to them ; if they fuffer our de-

parture, death's the word.

-^ivr. I muft be gone.

£iVQ. Under a compelling occasion, let women dye

:

It were pity to call them away for nothing; though,

between them and a great cause, they fhould be elleem'd

nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the leaft noise of this,

dyes inftantly ; I have feen her dye twenty times upon
far poorer moment : I do think, there is mettle in deaths

which commits fome loving ad upon her, fhe hath fuch

a celerity in dying.

A^t^ She is cunning paft man's thought.

*^ hatch, How now £^6-
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Eno, Alack, fir, no ; her pafTions are made of nothing

but the fineft part of pure love : We cannot call her

winds and waters, fighs and tears ; they are greater

ftorms and tempells than almanacks can report : this

cannot be cunning in her; if it be, (he makes a fhower

of rain as well as Jo^e,

JNr, Would I had never feen her!

Eno, O, fir, you had then left unleen a wonderful

piece of work ; which not to have been bled withal,

would have difcredited your travel.

Jnt. Fuluia is dead.

E'so . Sir ?

Jur. Ful^ia is dead.

Eno, Ful'viaF

JNr, Dead.
Eno, Why, fir, give the gods a thankful facrific*?.

When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a

man from him, it fhevvs to man the tailors of the earth

;

comforting therein, that, when old robes are worn out,

there are members to make new« If there were no
more women but Ful^iuy then had you indeed a cut,

and the cafe to be lamented: this grief is crown'd with

confolation; your old fmock brings forth anew petticoat:

and, indeed, the tears live in an onion, that fliould water

this forrow.

AnT, The businefs fiie hath broached in the ftate

Cannot endure my abfence.

Ei^o, And the businefs you have broach'd here cannot

be without you ; efpecially that of Cleopatra's, whicl^

wholly depends on your abode.

Ant, No more light anfwers. Let our officers

Have notice what v/e purpose : I fiiall break
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The cause of our expedience to the queen.
And get her love to part. For not alone

The death of Ful^ia^ with more urgent touches

j

Do ftrongly fpeak to us ; but the letters too

Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius

Hath given the dare to desar^ and commands
The empire of the fea: our flippery people

(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver,

'Till his deserts are paft) begin to throw
Pompey the great, and all his dignities.

Upon his fon ; who, high in name and power.

Higher than both in blood and life, ftands up
For the main foldier ; whose quality, going on.

The fides o' the world may danger : Much is breeding,

Which, like the courfer's hair, hath yet but life,

And not a ferpent's poison. Say, our pleasure.

To fuch whose place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Ei^o. I lhall do't. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. The fame. Another Room,

Enter CLEOFATKAy Char MIAN, Iras, </W Alexas.

Cle, Where is he ?

Chj4. I did not fee him fmce.

Cl e . See where he is,.who's with him, what he does
I did not fend you ; — If you find him fad.

Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report

That I am fudden fick : Quick, and return.

[Exit Alexas.

Cha. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly.

You do not hold the method to enforce
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The like from him.

Cx£. What fhould I do, I do not?

Cha, In each thing give him way, crofs him in nothing.

Qle. Thou teacheft like a fool : the way to lose him.

Cha. Tempt him not fo too far: I wifti, forbear;

In time we hate that which we often fear.

Enter Antony,
But here comes Anto7iy,

Cle, I am fick, and fullen.

^NT. I am forry to give breathing to my purpose,

—

Cl e . Help me away, dear Charmian^ I fhall fall \

It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature

Will not fuftain it.

Aur. Now, my dearefl queen,

—

Cx£. Pray you, ftand farther from me.

Ai^r, What's the matter?

Cle. I know, by thatfame eye, there's fome good news

:

What fays the marry'd woman ? You may go

;

Would, Ihe had never given you leave to come !

Let her not fay, 'tis I that keep you here,

I have no power upon you ; hers you are.

Ai^r, The gods beil know, —
Cle, O, never was there queen

So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the firft,

I faw the treasons planted.

Ai^r. Cleopatrd^--

Cle. Why Ihould I think, you can be mine, and true.

Though yOu in fwearing lhake the throned gods,
Who have been falfe to Ful^ia ? Riotous madnefs.
To be entangl'd with those mouth-made vows.
Which break themfelves in fwearing !

Ai^r. MoH fweet queen,—
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CxJE. Nay, pray you, feek no colour for your going.

But bid farewel, and go : when you fu'd flaying,

Then was the time for words : No going then

;

Eternity was in our lips, and eyes

;

Blifs in our brows' bent ; none our parts fo poor.

But was a race of heaven : They are fo ftill.

Or thou, the greatefl foldier of the world.

Art turned the greatefl lyar.

Ai^r, Ho>v now, lady !

E . I would, I had thy inches j j^ou fhould'ft know.
There were a heart in Egypt,

Jnt, Hear me, queen :

The ftrong necelTity of time commands
Our fervices a while ; but my full heart

Remains in ufe with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil fwords : Sextus Pompeius

Makes his approaches tofiie port of Rome

:

Equality of two domeliic powers

Breeds fcrupulous faction : The hated, grown to ftrength.

Are newly grown to love : the condemn'd Pompeyy

|lich in his father's honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of fuch as have not thrived

Upon the present ftate, whose numbers threaten;

And quietnefs, grown fick of reft, would purge

By any defperate change : My more particular.

And that which moll with you ftiould fafe my going.

Is FuluicL^ death, [freedom,

CiE, Though age from folly could not give me
It does from childimnefs ; Can Fuhia dye ?

j^^r. She's dead, my queen :

Look here and, at thy fovereign leisure, read

TKe garboils fhe awak'd j at the laft, bell

;
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See, when, and where fhe dy'd.

Cle. O moft falfe love!

Where be the faered vials thou fhauld'ft filt

With forrowful water ? Now I fee, I fee.

In Fulvia's death, how mine fliall be received.

-^ivr. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know .

The purposes I bear; which are, or ceafe.

As you fhall give the advices : By the fire

That quickens Nilus' flime, I gO from hence

Thy foldier, fervant ; making peace, or wat>

As thou afFea'ft.

Cle, Cut my lace, Charmian, come ;
—

But let it be ; I am quickly ill, and well.

So Antony loves.

Ant:, My precious queen, forbear;

And give true evidence to his love, which ftands

An honourable trial.

Ci£. So Fuhia told me.
I pr'ythec, turn afide, and weep for her

;

Then bid adieu to me, and fay, the tears

Belong to Egypt : Good now, play one fcene

Of excellent difTembling ; and let it look

Like perfeft honour.

Jur, You'll heat my blood ; no more.

Cle, You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.

Ant, Now, by my fword,—
Cl e . And target,— Still he mends

;

But this is not the beft:—.Look, pr'ythee, Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of his chafe.

jNr, ril leave you, lady.

Clb, Courteous lord, one word,

• advice.
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Sir, you and I muft part, — but that's not it

:

Sir, you and I have lov'd, - but there's not it

;

That you know well : Something it is I would,"*"

O, my oblivion is a very Antony

^

And I am all-forgotten.

Aift, But that your royalty

Holds idlenefs your fubjedl, I fhould take you
For idlenefs itfelf.

Cle, 'Tis fweating labour.

To bear fuch idlenefs fo near the heart

As Cleopatra this. But, fir, forgive me ;

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not

Eye well to you : Your honour calls you hence ;

Therefore be deaf to my unpity'd folly,

And all the gods go with you I Upon your fword
Sit laurel'd vidlory 1 and fmooth fuccefs

Be ftrew'd before your feet !

^A^r. Let us go. Come;
Our feperation fo abides, and flies,

That thou, residing here, go'ft yet with me,

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Rome. J Room in Cxszr's Hou/e.

Enter 0£lavius Cje sar, Lepidus, and their Trains.

Cms, You may fee, Lepidus^ and henceforth know,
[gi'ving him a Letter to read,.

It is not Casar'*s natural vice to hate

One great competitor : From Alexandria

This is the news, He fiflies, drinks, and walles

The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike

Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy
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More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or

VouchfaPd to think he had partners : You fhallfind there

A man, who is the abllradl of all faults

That all men follow.

Z£P. I muft not think, there are

Evils enough to darken all his goodnefs

:

His faults, in him, feem as the fpots of heaven,

More fiery by night's blacknefs ; hereditary.

Rather than purchased ; what he cannot change,

Than what he chooses.

Cje^, You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it is not
Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ;

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to fit

And keep the turn of tipling with a flave ;

To reel the ftreets at noon, and ftand the buffet

With knaves that fmell of fweat : fay, this becomes him,
(As his composure muft be rare indeed.

Whom these things cannot blemilh) yet muft Antony

No way excuse his foils, when we do bear

So great weight in his lightnefs : If he fill'd

His vacancy with his voluptuoufnefs.

Full furfeits, and the drynefs of his bones.

Call on him for*t : but, to confound fuch time,—
That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud
As his own ftate, and ours,— 'tis to be chid

As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge.
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,

And fo rebel to judgment.

Enter a MelTenger.

Lep, Here's more news.

Mef. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour,

Moft noble Ccpjar, fhalt thou have report

* vouchiafc
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Kow 'ti^ abroad. Pompey is ftrong at fed %

And it appears, he is belov'd of those

That only have fear'd C^sar : to the ports

The difcontents repair, and mens' reports

Give him much wrong'd.

Cy^s. I fhould have known no lefs :

It hath been taught us from the primal ftate.

That he, which is, was wifli'd, until he were

;

And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd, '^till ne'er worth love.

Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body.

Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream.

Goes to, and back, lackying the varying tide.

To rot itfelf with motion.

([Enter anctfjer SjSeflenger*

Me/l Ctesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates.

Make the fea ferve them ; which they ear and wound
With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads

They make in Italy ; the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flufh youth revolt \

No vefTel Can peep forth, but 'tis as foon

Taken as feen ; for Pompey\ name ftrikes more,
I'han could his war resitted.

Cje^, Afitony^

Leave thy lafcivious waflails : When thou once
Wert beaten from Modenuj where thou flew'ft

Hirtius and PaTifuy confuls, at thy heel

Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'ft againll.

Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than favages could fufFer: thou did'ft drink

The ftale of horfes, and the gilded puddle

Which bealls would cough at: thy palate then did deign

*^ Com«s fearM lacking 'YMakci ^5 Vaflailes '^^ Mdtna
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*The rougheft berry on the rudeft hedge

;

Yea, like the flag, when fnow the pafture fheets.

The barks of trees thou browsed'ft : on the Alps^

It is reported, thou didft eat ftrange flelh,

Which fome did dye to look on : And all this

(It wounds thine honour, that I fpeak it now)
Was born fo like a foldier, that thy cheek

So much as lank'd not.

ZfP. 'Tis pity of him.

Cms, Let his fhames quickly

Drive him to Rome : Time is it, t|>at we twain

Did fhew ourfelves i' the field ; and, to that end,

AfTemble we immediate council : Fompey

Thrives in our idlenefs.

Lep, To-morrow, C^sar,

I lhall be furnilh'd to inform you rightly

Both what by fea and land I can be able.

To 'front this present time.

Cms, 'Till which encounter,

It is my businefs too. Farewel. [time

Lep, Farewel, my lord: What you fliall know mean
Of ftirs abroad, I fhall befeech you, fir,

To let me be partaker.

Cms, Doubt not, fir;

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt,

SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, fupporting herfelf on Iras ;

Charmian, andyihKiiih'ifi, follouuing.

Cl e . Charmianf
—

CHui, Madam.
Cle, Ha, ha, — Give me to drink mandragora.

Vol. VIII.

" 'tis time

H
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C//^. Why, madam ?

Cle, That I might ileep out this great gap of time.

My Jntony is away.

Cuui, You think of him
Too much.

Cle, O ! —Treason !

Cha, Madam, I truft, not fo.

Ci£, Thou, ednuch, Mardiauy —
Mar. What's your highnefs' pleasure ?

Cle, Not now to hear thee fing ; I take no pleasure

In ought an eunuch has : 'Tis well for thee.

That, being unfeminar'd, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of Egypt. Hall thou affedlions ?

Mar, Yes, gracious madanr.

Cl e . Indeed ?

Mar, Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing

But what indeed is honell to be done

:

Yet have I fierce affedions, and chink

What Femis did with Mars.

Cle, O Charmian,

Where think'ft thou he is now ? Stands he, or fits he ?

Or does he walk ? Or is he on his horfe ?

O happy horfe, to bear the weight of Antony !

Do bravely, horfe ; For wot'fl thou whom thou mov'fl: ?

The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonetof man. — He's fpeaking now.

Or murmuring. Whereas my ferpent of old Nile ?

For fo he calls me ; — Now I feed myfelf

With moll delicious poison : Think on me.

That am with Phcehus^ amorous pinches black,

And wrinkl'd deep in time ? Broad-fronted Casm-y

When thou waft here above the ground, I was

« O *tisTreafon
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A morfel for a monarch : and great Pompey

Would ftand, and make his eyes grow in my brow

;

There would he anchor his afped, and dye

With looking on his life.

Enter Alex as.

Jle, Sovereign of Egypt ^ hail!

Cle, How much unlike art thou Mark Antony !

Yet, coming from him, that great med'cine hath

With his tind gilded thee.

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ?

Ale. Laft thing he did, dear queen,

He kiff'd, the laft of many doubPd kilTes,

This orient pearl ; His fpeech flicks in my heart,

Cle, Mine ear muft pluck it thence.

Ale, Good friend, quoth he.

Say, The firm Roman to great Egypt lends

^his treasure of an oifter : at whose foot.

To mend the petty present, I will piece

Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the ealt.

Say thou, lhall call her miftrefs. So he nodded.

And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt fteed ;

Who neigh'd fo high, that what I would have fpoke
Was beaftly dumb'd by him.

Cle. What, was he fad, or merry?
Al e . Like to the time o'the year between the extreams

Of hot and cold ; he was nor fad, nor merry.

Cle, O well- divided difposition '_Note him.

Note him, good Charmian^ 'tis the man, but note him :

He was not fad ; for he would Ihine on those

That make their looks by his : he was not merry ;

Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay

In Egypt with his joy : but between both :

*3 dumbc

H 2
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0 heavenly mingle ! — Be'ft thou fad, or merry.

The violence of either thee becomes ;

So does it no man elfe. — Met'ft thou my polls?

Al-e, Ay, madam, twenty feveral meffengers :

Why do you fend fo thick ?

Cle, Who's born that day

When I forget to fend to Antony^

Shall dye a beggar.— Ink and paper, Charmian.^
Welcome, my good Akxas. ^Did I, Charmiany

Ever love Co'sar fo ?

Cha, O that brave Ca:sar !

Cle, Be choak'd with fuch another emphafis

!

Say, the brave Antony,

Cha* The valiant Ctssar !

Cle, By IJis, I will give thee bloody teeth,

If thou with Ctesar paragon again

My man of men.

Cea, By yo.ur moll gracious pardon^

1 ling but after you.

Cle, My fallad days ;

When I was green in judgment, cold in blood ;

To fay, as I faid then '.
— But, come, away;

Get me ink and paper : he fliall have every day

A feveral greeting, or FIl unpeople Egypt, [Exeunt,

jcr II.

SCENE I. Meffina. A Room in Pompey'j Houfe.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas.

Pom, If the great gods be juft, they fliall affill

The deeds of julleft men.
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Men^' Know, "worthy Pompey.

That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom, Whiles we are fuitors to their throne, delay'

The thing we fue for.

Menc, We, ignorant of ourfelves.

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers

Deny us for our good : fo find we profit.

By losing of our prayers.

Pom, I fhall do well

:

The people love me, and the fea is mine

;

My power's a crefcent, and my auguring hope
Says, it will come to the full. Mark A^itony

In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors : Casar gets money, where
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both.

Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves.

Nor either cares for him.

Mens, Casar and Lepidus

Are in the field ; a mighty Hrength they carry.

Pom. Where had you this ? 'tis falfe.

Mens. From Sihius, fir.

Pom, He dreams ; I know, they are in Ro^ne toge|:her

Looking for Antony : But all the charms of love,

Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wan lip

;

Let witch-craft join with beauty, lufi: with bo^h !

Tye up the libertine in a field of feafts.

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks.

Sharpen with cloylefs fauce his appetite

;

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honour.

Enter Varrius.
pven 'till a lethe'd dulnefs>«How now, Varriiis?

Vak, This is moft certain that I lhall deliver :

2 dccayes * * powers are CreiTent

H 3
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Mar^ Antony is every hour in Rome
Expefted ; fmce he went from Egypt ^ 'tis

A fpace for farther travel,

Po^/. I could have given lefs matter

A better ear, — I did not think,

This amorous furfeiter would have don'd his helm
For fuch a petty war : his foldierfhip

Is twice the other twain : But let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our ftirring

Can from the lap of Egypt^s widow pluck

The ne'er luft-weary'd Antony,

Men. I cannot hope,

C^sar and Atitony Ihall well greet together :

His wife, that's dead, did trefpa/Tes to C^sar ;

His brother vvar'd upon him ; although, I think,

Not mov'd by Antony,

Pom, I know not, Menas,

How lefler enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that we ftand up againft them all,

'Twere pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelvcs

;

For they have entertained cause enough
To draw their fwords : but how the fear of us

May cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know :

Be it as our gods will have it ! It only ftands

Our lives upon, to use our flrongeft hands.

Come, Menas, [Exeunt,

SCENE IL Rome. A Room ^n Lepidus' Hoi//e.

£;z/fr Enobarbus, and Lepidv s,

Lep. Good EnobarbiiSy 'tis a worthy deed.

And fhall become you well, to intreat your captain
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To foft and gentle fpeech.

Eno. I fhall intreat him
To anfwer like himfelf : if C^sar move him,

Let Antony look over C^sar\ head.

And fpeak as loud as Mars, By Jupitery

Were I the wearer of Antonio\ beard,

I would not fhave't to-day.

Zep. 'Tis not a time

For private ftomaching.

jE'ivo. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then born in't.

Zfp. But fmall to greater matters muft give way.
Ei^o, Not if the fmall come iirli.

Lep . Your fpeech is paffion :

But, pray you, ftir no embers up. Here comes
The noble Anmiy,

£;7^^r Antony, ^2;/^ Ventidius.

Eiio, And yonder C^sar,

Enter C-^sar, Mec^enas, and Agrippa.
Ai^r, If we compose well here, to Parthia :

Hark you, Fentidius,^

Cy^s, I do not know,
Mectenas ; afk Agrippa,

Lep, Noble friends,

That which combined us was mofl great, and let not

A leaner adion rend us. What's amifs.

May it be gently heard : When we debate

Our trivial diiTerence loud, we do commit
Murtherin healing wounds : Then, noble partners,

(The rather, for I earneflly befeech)

Touch you the foureft points with fweeteft terms,

Nor Gurflnefs grow to the matter.

H 4
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A}Jt, 'Tis fpoken well

:

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I fliould do thus.

Cm^. Welcome to Rome,

JNr, Thank you.

Cms, Sit.

jNr. Sit, fir.

Cms. Nay, then.

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not fo

;

Or, being, concern you not.

Cms, I muft be laugh'd at,

Jf, or for nothing, or a little, I

Should fay myfelf offended ; and with you
Chiefly i'the world : more laugh'd at, that I Ihould

Once nane you derogately, when to found your name
It not concern'd me.

Ant, My being in Egypt, C^sar^

What was't to you ?

Cms, No moie than my residing here at Rome
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet, if you there

Did pradife on my flate, your being in Egypt

Might be my queftion.

Ant, How intend you, pra6lif'd ?

Cms, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent.

By what did here befall me : Your wife, and brother.

Made wars upon me ; and their conteftation

Was them'd for you, you were the word of war.

Ant, You do miftake your businefs ; my brother never

Did urge me in his a6l : I did inquire it

;

And have my learning from fome true reports,

That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather

Difcredit my authority with yours

;

-7 Theame for
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And make the wars alike againft my llomach.

Having alike your cause ? Of this, my letters

Before did fatiffy you. If you'll patch a quarrel,

(As matter whole you have not to make it with)

It muft not be with this.

Cjes, You praise yourfelf,

By laying to me defeds ofjudgment : but

You patch'd up your excufes.

Aur, Not fo, not fo :

I know you could not lack, I am certain on't.

Very necelTity of this thought, That I,

Your partner in the cause 'gainft which he fought,

Could not with grateful eyes attend those wars

Which 'fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,

I would you had her fpirit in fuch another

:

The third o' the world is yours ; which with a fnaffle

You may pace easy, but not fuch a wife.

Eno, 'Would we had all fuch wives, that the men
might go to wars with the women.

Ai^r , So much uncurbable, her garboils, C^sar^

Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted
Shrewdnefs of policy too) I grieving grant.

Did you too much difquiet : for that, you mull
But fay, \ could not help it.

Cy«5. I wrote to you,

V/hen, rioting in Alexandria^ you
Did pocket up my letters ; and with taunts

Did gibe my milTive out of audience*

Ant. Sir,

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then

Three kings I had newly fealled, and did want
Of what I was i' the morning : but, next day.

7 defe(Sls of judgment to me '3 graceful!
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I told him of myfelf ; which was as much
As to have afk'd him pardon : Let this fellow

Be nothing of our ftrife ; if we contend,

Out of our quellion wipe him.
C^s, You have broken

The article of your oath ; v/hich you ftiajl never
Have tongue to charge me with.

Lep, Soft, Casai\

Jft, No,
Lepidusy let him fpe^k ;

The honour is facred which he talks on now,
Supposing that I lack'd it: but on, Casar;
The article of my oath,—

Cy^s. To lend me arms, and aid, when I required them |

The which you both deny'd.

JnT, Negleded, rather ;

And then, when poison'd hours had hound me up
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,

I'll play the penitent to you : but mine honefty

Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power
Work without it : Truth is, that Ftik'ia,

To have me out of Egypt^ made wars here ;

For which myfelf, the ignorant motive, do

So far afk pardon, as belits mine honour

To floop in fuch a cafe.

Zep. 'Tis nobly fpoken.

If it might please you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye : to forget them quite.

Were to remember that the present need

Speak to atone you.

Lep, Worthily fpoken, Mecanas.

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the
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inflant, you may, when you hear no more words of

Pompey, return it again : you fhall have time to wrangle

in, when you have nothing elfe to do.

j^NT, Thou art a foldier only; fpeak no more.

Eno, That 'truth fhould be filent, I had almofc

forgot. [more.

JNf. You wrong this presence, therefore fpeak no

Eno, Go to then; your confiderate ilone,

C^s, I do not much diflike the manner, bul

The matter of his fpeech : for't cannot be.

We fhall remain in friendfhip, our conditions

So differing in their a6ls. Yet, if I knew
What hoop fhould hold us flaunch, from edge to edge

O'the world I would purfue it,

Jgr, Give me leave, C^^sar,'-'

C^s* Speak, Agrippa,

Agr, Thou haft a fifter by the mother's fide,

Admir'd 0^!?^'z^/^ .* gve2LX Mark Jntony

Is now a widower

:

Cms, Say not fo, Agrippa \

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deserv'd of rarnnefs.

A^r, t am not marry'd, C^sar : let me hear

Agrippa further fpeak.

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity.

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an unflipping knot, take Antony

O^ia^ia to his wife : whose beauty claims

No worfe a husband than the beft of men ;

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, fpeak

That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage.

All little jealouiies, which now feem great,

• the matter, but | The manner not, fay Agr- '^^ your proofs
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And all great fears, which now import their dangers,

Would then be nothing : truths would tf)en be tales.

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both
Would, each to other, and all loves to both.

Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke

;

For 'tis a ftudy'd, not a present thought.

By duty ruminated.

Ant:, Will C^sar fpeak ?

C^s. Not 'till he hears how Antony is touch'4

With what is fpoke already.

ANr, What power is in Agrippa^

If I would fay, Agrippa, be itfo.

To make this good ?

C^s, The power of Caesar, and

His power unto OSia'vta,

^ivr. May I never

To this good purpose, that fo fairly Ihews,

Dream of impediment '.— Let me have thy hand

:

Further this ad of grace; And, from this hour.

The heart of brothers govern in our loves.

And fway our great deligns !

Cjf^s, There is my hand.

A fifter I bequeath you, whom no brother

Did ever love fo dearly : Let her live

To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never

Fly off our loves again !

Z£P. Happily! Amen.
Aijr.Y did not think to draw my fword 'gainft Pompey ;

For he hath lay'd ftrange courteftes, and great,

Of late upon me : I mull thank him only.

Left my remembrance fuffer ill report;

At heel of that, defy him.
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1

if p. Time calls upon us

:

Of us muft Pompey presently be fought.

Or elfe he feeks out us.

JNT, Where lies he, ^ae0ar f

Cj^s, About the mount M//^;/^;^.

Jnt, What's his llrength

By land ?

C^s, Great, and increafing: but by fea

He is an abfolute mafter.

j^NT. So is the fame.

Would we had fpoke together! Hafte we for it:

Yet, ere we put ourfelves in arms, difpatch we
The businefs we have talk'd of.

C^s. With.moft gladnefs;

And do invite you to my filler's view,

Whither ftraight I'll lead you.

Jnt, Let us, Lepidus,

Not lack your company.

Lep, i>\oh\t Antony

y

Not ficknefs fhould detain me.

\_Exeu7it C^sAR, Antony, ajid Lepidus.
Mec, Welcome ^rom Egypt ^ fir.

Eno, Half the heart of C^sar^ worthy Meccenas !

my honourable friend, Agrippa !

Ag r . Good Enobarbus !

' Mec, We have cause to be glad, that matters are

fo well digelled. You ftay'd well by it in Egypt.

Eno, Ay, fir; we did ileep day out of countenance,

and made the night light with drinking.

Mec, Eight wild boars roafied whole at a breakfaft,

and but twelve perfons there ; Is this true ?

Eno» This was but as a fly by an eagle : wc had much

5 Mount-Mefenao
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more monftrous matter of feafl, which worthily deserved

noting.

Mec, She's a moil triumphant lady, ifreport be fquare

to her;

Eno, When Ihe firft met Mar^ Antony y fhe purPd up
liis heart, upon the river of Cydnus.

Agr , There flie appeared indeed ; or my reporter

Devis'd well for her.

Eno, I will tell you, (irt

The barge fhe fat in, like a burnifh'd throne.

Burnt on the water : the poop was beaten gold 5

Purple the fails, and fo perfumed, that

The winds were love-fick with them : the oars were filver 5

Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made
The water, which they beat, to follow fafter.

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own perfon^

it beggar'd all defcription : fhe did lye

In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tifTue)

0'er-pi£luring that Venus, w^here we fee

The fancy out-work nature ; on each fide her

Stood pretty dimpPd boys, like fmiling Cupids^

With diverfe-colour'd fans, whose wind did feem

To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

And what they undid, did.

Agr. O, rare for Antony!

Eno, Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids,

So many mermaids, tended her i'the eyes.

And made their bends adornings : at the helm
A feeming mermaid fleers ; the filken tackle

Swell with the touches of those flower-foft hands*

That yarely frame the ofhce. From the barge,

A Urange invisible perfume hits the fenfe

«5 To love the
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Of the adjacent wharfs. The city caft

Her people out upon her : and Antony

Enthron'd i'the market-place, did fit alone,

Whiftling to the air; which, but for vacancy^

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.

Agr, Rare Egyptian!

Eno, Upon her landing, Antony fen t to her,^

Invited her to fupper: fhe reply'd,

It fhould be better, he became her gueft ;

Whicl ihe intreated : Our courteous

Whcm ne'er the word of no woman heard fpeak.

Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the fealt

;

And, for his ordinary, pays his heart.

For what his eyes eat only. ^

Agr, Royal wench

!

She made great C^sar ky his fword to bed f

He plough'd her, and fhe cropt*

Eno, Ifawheronce
Hop forty paces through the publick ftreet

:

And having loft her breath, Ihe fpoke, and panted

That fhe did make defe6l, perfedion.

And, breathlefs, power breath forth.

Mec, Now Antony

Muft leave her utterly.

Eno . Never ; h^ will not

:

Age cannot wither her, nor cuilom ftale

Her infinite variety : Other women cloy

The appetites they feed; but fhe makes hungty.
Where moft fhe fatiffies. For vileft things

Become themfelves in her; that the holy priefts

Blefs her, when fhe is riggifh.
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Mec, If beauty^ wisdonij modelly, can fettle

The heart of Antony, OSia^ia is

A bleft allottery to him.

Agr, Let us go

—

Good Enobarbus, make yourfelf my guefl:,

Whilft you abide here.

Eno, Humbly, fir, I thank you. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. fame. A Room in Cajsar'j Houfe,

Enter C^sar, Antony, Octavia betwoeen them\

Attendants behind, a7id Soothfayer.

Ai^T. The world, and my great office, will fometimes

Divide me from your bosom.

Ocr. All which time,

Before the gods my knee fhall bow in prayers

To them for you.

Ant . Good night, fir.—My Oda^via,

Read not my blemifnes in the world's report

:

I have not kept my fquare ; but that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady.

Oct, Good night, fir.

Cjes, Good night.

\Exeunt C/ESARj Octavia, and Attendants,

Ant, Now, firrah ! you do wilh yourfelf in

Soo. 'Would I had never come from thence, nor yoa
Thither!

Ant, If you can, your reason ?

Soo, I fee it in

My motion, have it not in my tongue : But yet

Hye you again to Egypt.

Ant, Say to me.

Whose fortunes lhall rise higher, C^esar^s, or mine?

3 bk-Hed Lottery ' 5 bowe my prayers 3«> to Egypt againc
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^Therefore, o Antony, flay not by his fide :

Thy daemon, that's thy fpirit which keeps thee, is

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable,

Where C^esarh is not; but, near him, thy angel

Becomes a fear, as being o'er-power'd ; and therefore

Make fpace enough betwepn you.

ANr, Speak this no more.

Soo. To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee*

If thou doft play with him at any game,
Thou are fure to lose ; and, of that natural luck>

He beats thee 'gainfl: the odds : thy luftre thickens.

When he fhines by : I fay again, thy fpirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him

;

But, he away, 'tis noble.

Ant, Get thee gone

:

Say to Vmtidiusy I would fpeak with him : —
{Exit Soothfayer*

He fhall to Parthia. Be it artj or hap.

He hath fpoken true : The very dice obey him

;

And, in our fports, my better cunning faints

Under his chance : if we draw lots, he fpeeds

:

His cocks do win the battle ftill of mine^

When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever

Beat mine, in whoop'd-at odds* I will to Egypt

:

And though I make this marriage for my peace,

r the eaft my pleasure lies.^O, come, VentidmSy

Enter Ventidius.

You mull to Parthia ; your commifTion's ready :

Follow me, and receive 't. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. ne/ame. J Street.

'5 alway *5 (in hoopt) at odd's

Vol. VIII. I
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Enter Lepidus, attended^ Mec^nas, and Aokivpa^
Lep, Trouble yourfelves no farther : pray you, hafterj

Your generals after.

Jgr, Sir, Mark Ant07iy

Will e'en but kifs O^a^ia, and we'll follow.

Le?, 'Till I Jfhall fee you in your foldier's drefs.

Which will become you both, farewel.

Mec.Wg fhall.

As I conceive the journey, be at the mount
Before you, Lepidus,

Lep, Your way is fhorter,

My purposes do draw me much about;

You'll win two days upon me.

Mec, Agk, Sir, good fuccefs

!

Lep, Farewel . \Exeunt fe'verally .

SCENE V. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace,

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and A\tX2.s,

Cle, Give me fome musick; musick, moody food

Of us that trade in love.

Jtt, The musick, ho

!

Enter Mardian.
Cle. Let it alone; let us to billiards : — come,

Charmian.

Cha. My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian,

Cle, As well a woman with an eunuch play'd.

As with a woman: — Come, you'll play with me, fir?

Mjr* As well as I can, madam. [too fhort,

Cle, And when good will is Ihew'd, though 't come

The a^or may plead pardon. I'll none now :

Give me mine angle,— We'll to the river: therey

My musick playing far off, I will betray
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Tavvny-fin'd fifhes : my bended hook lhall pierce

Their fliitiy jaws ; and, as I draw them up,

ril think them every one an Antmyy

And fay, Ah, ha! you're caught.

Cha, 'Twas merry, when
You wager'd on your angling; when your diver

Did hang a falt-fifti on his hook, which he

With fervency drew up.

Cle, That time I— o times !-«

I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night

I laugh'd him into patience : and next morn.
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed

;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft

1 wore his fword Philippan, O, from Italy ;—
Enter a MefTenger,

Rain thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears.

That long time have been barren.

Mef. Madam, madam,

—

CxE. Antony*^ dead:.-. If thou fay fo,

Villain, thou kill'ft thy millrefs : but well, and free,

Jf thou fo yield him, there is
=f=

gold, and here

My blueft veins to kifs ; a hand, that kings

Have lip'd, and trembPd killing.

Mef. Firft, madam, he is well. [We use

CxB. Why, there's more
=f=

gold. But, firrah, mark

;

To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that.

The gold, I give thee, will I melt, and pour
Down thy ill uttering throat.

Mef. Good madam, hear me.
Ci£. Well, go to, I will;

But there's no goodnefs in thy face: If Antony

Be free, and healthful, lu{)g fo tart a favour

fine ftihei *^ Ramme tbs*

I 2
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To trumpet fuch g&od. tidings ? If not well,

Thou Ihould'ft Gome like a fury crown'd with fnakesy

Not like a formal man.

Mef. Will't please you hear me ?

Cle. I have a mind to ftrike thee^ ere thou (peak'ft:

Yet if thou fay, Antony lives, is well.

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him,

I'll fet thee in a fhower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mef. Madam, he's welL

Cle, Well faid.

Mej\ And friends with Casar,

Cle» Thou'rt an hon^il man,

Me/l Ctesar and he are greater friends than ever*

Cle. Mark thee a fortune from me.

Mef, But yet, madam,—
Cle. I do not like but yet y it does allay

The good precedence ; fie upon but yet

:

But yet is as a jailer to bring forth

Some monflrous malefador. Pr'ythee, friend.

Pour out thy pack of matter to mine ear.

The good an>d bad together : He's friends with Casar ;

In Hate of health, thou fay'fl; and, thou fay'il, free.

Mef^ Free, madam ! no ; [ made no fuch report

:

He's bound unto Oda^ia,

Cl e . For what good turn ?

Me/. For the bell turn i' the bed.

Cle» I am pale, Charmian,

Mef, Madam, he's marry'd to OSama,
Cle. The moil infedious peftilence upon fhee !

[Jlrikes him don^jn^

Mef. Good madam, patience.

• 'tis well thcpacfee
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CzE. What fay you ? \_/iriking him again.] Hence,
Horrible villain! or I'll fpurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; 1*11 unhair thy head :

[hales him up and doivn.

Thou (halt be vvhipt with wire, and Itew'd in brine.

Smarting in ling'ring pickle.

Mef, Gracious madam,
I, that do bring the news, made not the match.

Cle. Say, 'tis not fo, a province I will give thee,

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ft

Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage

;

And I will boot thee with what gift belide

Thy modefty can beg.

Mef. He's marry 'd, madam.
Cl e . Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. [dra<ws a Dagger.

Mef, Nay, then Pll run :—
What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault.

{Exit Meffenger,

Cha, Good madam, keep yourfelf within yourfelf;

The man is innocent.

Cle, Some innocents 'fcape not the thunder-bolt,-^

Melt Egypt into l>iile ! and kindly creatures

Turn all to ferpents! — Call the Have again ;

Though I am mad, I will not bite hini; call.

Cha. He is afeard to come.
Cle. I will not hurt him:

These hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike

A meaner than myfelf ; fmce I myfelf
Have given myfelf the cause. Come hither, fir :

Re-enter MefTenger.

Though it be honefl, it is never good

fo bring bad news : Give to a gracious meffage

1

3
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An hofl of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell

Themfelves, when they be felt.

Mef» I have Imt done my duty.

Ci£. Is he marry'd ?
,

I cannot hate thee worfer than I do,

If thou again fay, yes.

Mef. He's marry'd, madam. [ftili

Ci£. The gods confound thee ! doft thou hold there

Mef, Should I lye, madam ?

Ci£. O, I would, thou didft;

So half my Egypt were fubmerg'd, and made
A ciftern for fcal'd fnakes ! Go, get thee hence ;

Had'il thou Narciffus in thy face, to me
Thou would'ft appear moft ugly. He is marry*d ?

Mef. I crave your highnefs' pardon.

Cle» He is marry'd ?

Me/. Take no offence, that I would not offend you :

To punifli me for what you make me do.

Seems much unequal : He's marry'd to OSla'uia,

Cle. O, that his fault fhould make a knave of thee,

That fay'll: but what thou art fure of ! Get thee hence :

The merchandize, which thou haft brought from Rome,

Are all too dear for me ; Lye they upon thy hand,

And be undone by 'em ! [Exh Meffenger.

Chj4. Good your highnefs, patience.

Cle. In praising I have difprais'd Caesar^

Cha. Many times, madam.
Cle, lam pay'd for't now.

Lead me from hence,

I faint ; O Iras, Charmian^'^'^Tis no matter : —

.

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him
Report the feature of 03a^iay her years,

That art not what
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Her Inclination, let him not leave out

The colour of her hair : bring me word quickly.

[Exit Alexac.

Let him for ever go :
— Let him not, Charmian

3

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon^

The other way's a Mars .--^Bid you Alexas [to Mardian.

Bring me word, how tall fhe is._ Pity me, Charmian,

But do not fpeak to me. Lead me to my chamber.

SCENE VI. Country near Mifenum*
Flourijh, Enter ^ from opposite Sides, Po m P E

Menas, andOthers', C^sar, Antony, Lepidus,
Enobarbus, andOthers,

Pom. Your hoftages I have, fo have you mine

;

And we fhall talk before we fight.

Cy^s. Moft meet.

That lirft we come to words; and therefore have >y^

Our written purposes before us fent:

Which if thou haft confider'd, let us know
If 'twill tye up thy difcontented fword ;

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth^

That elfe mull perilh here.

Poiif . To you ail three,

The fenators alone of this great world,

Chief fadlors for the gods,— I do not know,
Wherefore my father fhould revengers want.
Having a fon, and friends ; fmce Julius Casar^
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghofted,

There faw you labouring for him. What was't

That mov'd pale CaJJius to confpire ? And what
Made the all-honour'd, honeft, Roman Brutus,

^ith the arm'd reft, courtiers of beauteous freedom.
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To drench the capitol ; but that they would
Have one man but a man ? And that is it.

Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burthen

The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant
To fcourge the ingratitude that defpightful Rome
Caft on my noble father.

C^s . Take your time.

At*. Thou can'ft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails^

We'll Ipeak with thee at fea : at land, thou know'ft

How much we do o'er-count thee.

Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou doft o'er-count me of my father's houfe:

But, fmce the cuckoo builds not for himfelf.

Remain in't, as thou may'll.

Lep, Be pleas'd to tell us,

(For this is from the present) how you take

The offers we have fen t you.

Cy^s. There's the point,

Anr, Which do not be intreated to, but weigh

What it is worth embraced :

Cms, And what may follow.

To try a larger fortune.

Pom. You have made me oifer

Of Sicily y Sardinia ; and I muft

Rid all the fea of pirates : then, to fend

Measures of wheat to i?<9z«^ ; This 'greed upon,

To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back

Our targe undinted.

Cms, ANt, Lep. That's our offer.

Pom, Know then,

I came before you here, a man prepared

To take this offer : But Mark Antony

as Targes
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Put me to fome impatience Though I lose

The praise of it by telling, You muft know.
When Casar and your brother were at blows.

Your mother came to Sicily^ and did find

Her welcome friendly.

-^ivr. I have heard it, Fompey\

And am well ftudy'd for a liberal thanks.

Which I do owe you.

Pom. Let me have your hand :

I did not think, fir, to have met you here.

Aur, The beds i'the eaft are foft : and thanks to you,

Thatcall'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither;

For I have gain'd by't.

Cje5. Since I faw you laft.

There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well, I know not.

What counts harfh fortune calls upon my face;

But in my bosom ftiall Ihe never come.
To make my heart her vaiTal.

Zjep. Well met here.

Pom, I hope fo, Lepidus. ^*T\i\xs we are agreed:

I crave, our composition may be written.

And feal'd between us.

C^s, That's the next to do.

Pom. We'll feaft each other, ere we part; and let us

Draw lots, who lhall begin.

-^ivr. That will I, Pompey,

Pom. No, nohle Antony^ take the lot: but, firft.

Or laft, your fine Egyptian cookery
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Casat
Grew fat with fealling there.

-^i^r. You have heard much,
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Tom. I have fair meaning, fir.

Ai^r. And fair words to them.

Pom. T^enfo much have I heard. And I have heard,

Apollodorus carry'd—
Eno. No more of that:— He did fo.

FoM, What, I pray you ?

J?ivo. A certain queen to Caesar in a matrefs.

Pom. I know thee now ; How far'ft thou, foldier f

Eiio. Well

;

And well am like to do ; for, I perceive.

Four fealls are toward.

Pom. Let me fhake thy hand ;

I never hated thee : I have feen thee fight.

When I have envy'd thy behaviour.

Eno. Sir,

I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd you,

When you have well deserv'd ten times as mucl^

As 1 have faid you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainnefs.

It nothing ill becomes thee~
Aboard my galley I invite you all

;

Will you lead, lords ?

Cm^. Aur, Lep* Shew us the way, fir.

Pom. Come. [-^jt^^t/zPompey, C^sar, Antony,
Le P 1 D u s , and Attendants,

Men. Thy father, Pompey^ would ne'er have made
this treaty. — You and I have known, fir.

Eno. At fea, I think.

Men . We have, lir.

Ebio, You have done well by water.

Men, And you by land.

Eno . I wiUpraise any man that will praiscme : though
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it cannot be deny'd, what I have done by land^

ik/£N. Nor what I have done by water.

EiJQ* Yes, fomething you can deny for your own
fafety : you have been a great thief by fea.

Men, And you by land,

Eno, There I deny my land fervice. But give me your

hand, Menas ; If our eyes had authority, here they might
take two thieves kilTing.

Men, All nfen's faces are true, whatfoe'er their hands

are.

Eno . But there is never a fair woman has a true face.

Men, No flander; they fteal hearts.

Eno, We came hither to fight with you.

Men, For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a drink-

ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune.

Eno, If he do, fure, he cannot weep it back again.

Men, You have faid, fir. We look'd not for Mark
Antony here ; Pray you, is he marry'd to Cleopatra?

Eno, C^esar^s filler is call'd OMa^via,

Men, True, fir; Ihe was the wife of Caius Marcellus.

Eno, But now Ihe is the wife of Marcus Antonius,

Men, Pray you, fir,-*-

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men, Then is Ct^sar, and he, for ever knit together.

Eno, If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would
not prophefy fo.

Men, I think, the policy of that purpose made more
in the marriage, than the love of the parties.

Eno, I think fo too. But you fliall find, the band,

that feems to tye their friendfhip together, will be the

very |lrangler of their amity : OSla^via is of a holy, coldp

and ftijl converfation.
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Men. Who would not have his wife fo ?

Eno. Not he, that himfelf is not fo ; which is Mark
Jlntony. He will to his Egyptian difh again : then fhall

the fighs of OSia^via blow the fire up in Caesar ; and, as I

faid before, that which is the ftrength of their amity, fhall

prove the immediate author of their variance, jlntony will

use his afFedion where it is ; he marry'd but his occasion

here.

Men, And thus it may be. Come, fir, wfil you aboard?
I have a health for you.

Eno. I fhall take it, fir : we have us'd our throats in

Egypt.

Men, Come; let's away. {^Exeunt.

SCENE VII. >^^^^r^Pompey'sG^%,«'/Mifenum.
Under a Pa'vilion upon Deck, a Banquet fet out

:

Mustek : Servants attending.

1. S, Here they'll be, man: Some o' their plants are

ill rooted already, the leaft wind i' the world will blow
them down.

2. S. Lepidus is high -coloured.

1 . S. They have made him drink alms-drink.

2. S. As they pinch one another by the difposition, he
cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his entreaty, and
himfelf to the drink.

1, S. B ut it raises the greater war between him and his

difcretion.

2. S. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's

fellovvfhip : I had as lief have a reed that will do me no
fervice, as a partizan I could not heave.

I. S. To be caird into a huge fphere, and not to be

feen to move in't, are the holes where eyes IJiould be.
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tvhkh pitifully dis^fter the cheeks.

Mustek plays. Enter Cms AKy Antony, Lepidus,
PoMPEY, Menas, Enobarbus, audOthers,

Ant, Thus do they, fir, \to Css.] They take the flow

By certain fcales i'the pyramid ; they know, [o'the l^iky

By the height, the lovvnefs, or the mean, if dearth.

Or foizon, follow : The higher Mlus fwells.

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the feedsman

Upon the (lime and ooze fcatters his grain,

And fhortly comes to harvell.

Z£P. You've ftrange ferpents there.

Alir. Ay, Lepidus,

Lep, Your ferpent of Egypt is bred now of your mucJ

by the operation of the fun : fo is your crocodile.

JnT, They are fo.

Pom, Sit,— and lome wine A health to Lepidusi

Lep, I am not fo well as I fhould be, but Til ne'er

out.

Ei^o. " Not 'till you have flept ; I fear me, you'll be
^'in 'till then."

Lep, Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies' py-
ramifes are very goodly things \ without contradiction, I

have heard that.

Mei^, Pompey^ a word.''

Pom, **Say in mine ear; Whatis't?'^

Men, " Forfake thy feat, T do befeech thee, captain,

"

And hear me fpeak a word. " [pidus.

Pom. ''Forbear me 'till anon. "—This wine for Le'-

Zj?p.'*What manner o'thing is your crocodile?

Jbir, It is fhap'd, fir, like itfelf ; and it is as broad as

it hath breadth : itisjullfo high as it is, and moves with

it's own organs: it lives by that which nourifheth it j and,
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the elements once out of it, it tranfmigrates*

Lep. What colour is it of?

j^NT, Of it's own colour too*

Lep. 'Tis a ftrange ferpent.

j^NT, 'Tis fo, And the tears of it are wet.

Cy5E5. Will this defcription fatiffy him ?
"

JNT, With the health that Pompey gives him, elfe he
**is a very epicure." [Away :

Pom- Go, hang, fir, hang : \to Men*] Tell me of that I

Do as I bid you.— Where's this cup I call'd for?

Men. " If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me,'*

Rise from thy ftool. " ["The matter ?

"

jPom. I think thou'rt mad. \rising^ andJieppiftg aftdeJ\

Men^ " I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes."

Pom. Thou haft ferv'd me with much faith : What's

Be jolly, lords. [elfe to fay ?

jNt. These quickfands, Lepidusy

Keep off them, for you fink.

Men, "Wilt thou be lord of all the world?"
Pom. " What fay'ft thou?" [twice."

Men, " Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That's

Pom, " How fhould that be ?

"

Men, "But entertain it,"

"And, though thou think me poor, I am the man"
**Will give thee ail the world.

"

Pom. "Thou haft drunk well."

Men. "No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup."

"Thou art, if thou dar'ft be, the earthly 7^*^^

Whate'er the ocean pales, or fky inclips,"

" Is thine, if thou wilt ha't.
"

Pom, "Shew me which way."

Men, " These three world-fharers, these competitors,"

Haft thou
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^< Are In thy veflel : Let me cut the cable
;

"

^« And, when we are put off, fall to their throats

*' All then is thine."

Pom. *'Ah, this thou fhould'il have done,

"

And not have fpoke of it ! In me, 'tis villany

In thee, 't had been good fervice. Thou mull know,"
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour

** Mine honour, it. Repent, that e'er thy tongue"
Hath fo betray'd thine a6l : Being done unknown,"

" I fhould have found it afterwards well done;"
But muft condemn it now. Desift, and drink,"

Men. " F6r this^" \_hoking contemptibly after him.

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.—"
^* Who feeks, and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd,

"

" Shall never find it more."
\
joins the Company.

Pom, This health to Lepidus,

Jhir. Bear him afhore. [to an Attendant.

ril pledge it for him, Pompey,

£no. Here's to thee, Menas,

Men, Enoharhusy welcome.

Pom. Fill, 'till the cup be hid.

[Lepidus born off.

Eno. There's a ftrong fellow, Menas.

Men. Why ?

Eng. He bears

The third part of the world, man; Seeft not? [all.

Men. The third part then is drunk : 'Would it were
That it might go on wheels.

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feail.

Aur , It ripens towards it— Strike the veiTels, ho !

3 there is *7 then he is
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Here is to Caesar,

Cals', I could well forbear'ti

It's monftrous labour, when I vvafli my braln^

And it grows fouler.

Jnt. Be a child o'the time^

C^s, Possefs it, rilmake anfwer: but I had rathei*

Fall from all four days, than drink fo much in one.

Eno . Ha, my brave emperor ! [/^ Ant.] fhall we dance
7'he Egyptian bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ? [now
Pom, Let's ha't, good foldier, [thy rise*

Jnt, Come, let's all take hands

;

'Till that the conquering wine hath fteep'd our fenfe

In foft and delicate lethe.

Eno, All take hands.

Make battery to our ears with the loud musick
The while, I'll place you : Then the boy fhall ling

;

The holding every man fhall bear, as loud

As his llrong fides can volly.

[Musick plays, Enobarbus places them hand in hand,

SONG.
Comey thou monarch of the ^ine,

fhifnpy Bacchus, ^ith pink eyne :

in thy <vats our cares he dronjon^d

;

<with thy grapes our hairs he croivn*d ;

cup usy Uill the ivorld go rounds

cup usy ^till the ^orld go round*

[-^ Good brother,

Cjes, What would you more ^^Pofnpey, goodnight.

Let me requeft you, off : our graver businefs

Frowns at this levity.— Gentle lords, let's part;

, You fee, we have burnt our cheeks : llrong Enoharhe

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue

»7 bcate 9S
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1

Splits what it fpeaks : the wild difguise hath almoft

Antickt us all. What needs more words ? Good night.—.

Good Antony^ your hand.

Pom, I'll try you on the Ihore.

Ant. And fhall, fir : give's your hand.

Pom, O Antony^

You have my father's houfe,— But what ? we are friends

;

Come, down into the boat.

Eno, Take heed you fall not.—
{^Eyceunt PoM. C.^s. A NT, and Attendants.

Menas^ I'll not on Ihore.

^en» No, to my cabin.-, [hear.

These drums, these trumpets, flutes, what

—

\tt Neptune

We bid aloud farewel to these great fellows

:

Sound, and be hang'd, found out.

\FlouriJh of loud Musick,

Eno, Ho, fays' a! —There's my cap.

Men, Ho, noble captain! Come. [Exeunt,

Acr III.

SCENE I. A Plain in Syria.

Enter ^ asfrom Conquejl, Ventidius,
uuith SiLius, and other Romans, Officers and Soldiers

y

the dead Body of Pacorus born before him.

Fen, Now, darting Parthia, art thou ftruck ; and now
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crafus^ death

,

Make me revenger.—.Bear the king's fon's body
Before our army :_-.Thy Pacorus, Orodes ^

Pays this for Marcus Craffus,

SiL, Noble Ventidiusy

5« Grades

Vol, VITT.
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Whilfl yet with Farthian}AQQA. thy fword is warm.
The fugitive Farthiavs follow ; fpur through Media^,

Mefopotamia, and the Ihelters whither

The routed fly : fo thy grand captain Antony

Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and
Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. O Silius, Siliusy

I have done enough : A lower place, note well,

May make too great an aft : For learn this, Silius ;

Better to leave undone, than by our deed

Acquire too high a fame, when he we ferve's away.

Casar^ and Antony ^ have ever won
More in their officer, than perfon : SoJJtus,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant.

For quick accumulation of renown.

Which he atchiev'd by the minute, loft his favour.

Who does i'the wars more than his captain can,

Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition.

The foldier's virtue, rather makes choife of lofs.

Than gain, which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good.

But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence

Should my performance perifh.

SiL. Thou haft, Fentidius, that.

Without the which a foldier, and his fword,

Grants fcarce diftindion. Thou wilt write to Antony ?

Fen, I'll humbly fignify what in his name.

That magical word of war, we have effeded ;

How, with his banners, and his well-pay'd ranks.

The ne'er-yet-beaten horfe of Farthia

We have jaded out o' the field.

S iL . Where is he now ?

' * when him wc
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V'EiJ. He purposeth to Athens: where, with whathafte

"The weight we muft convey with us will permit.

We fhall appear before him—On, there; pafs along.

SCENE II. Rome. An Anti-room in Qts^^zx^s Houfe,

Enter Agrippa, Enob arbus, meeting,

Agr, What, are the brothers parted?

Eno . They have difpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone

;

The other three are fealing. OStasia weeps

To part from Rome : Ceesar is fad ; and LepiduSy

Since Ponipey\ feaft, as Menus fays, is troubled

With the green ficknefs.

Agr, 'Tis a noble Lepidus,

Eno. a very fine one : O, how he loves Casar!
Agr, Nay, but how dearly he adores MarJ^ Antony I

Eno, Ccesar? Why, he's the Jupiter of men.
Agr, What's Antony ? The god of Jupiter,

Eno, Spake you of C^sar P O, the non-pareil

!

Agr. O Antony ! O xkiow Arabian bird! [farther.

Eno, Would you praisQ C^sar, {ay,— C^sar;—gonQ
Agr, Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellentpraiseso
Eno, But he loves Ccesar beft ;— Yet he loves Antony :

Ho ! hearts, tongues, figures, fcribes, bards, poets, cannot

Think, fpeak, caft, write, fmg, number^ ho, his love

To Antony, But as for C^sar, Unztlj

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.

Agr, Both he loves. [pet ^cvithin] So,

, Eno , They are his lhards, and he their beetle : [Trum-
This is to horfe Adieu, noble Agrippa,

Agr, Good fortune, worthy foldier; and farewel

!

Enter C^.SAR, Antony, Lepidus, andOcr avia.
Ant, No farther, fir. [to Cassar.

^ whither with «7 y^?;/, What's ^3 Figure,
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C^s. You take from me a great part of myfelf

;

Use me well in't.^ Sifter, prove fuch a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft bond
Shall pafs on thy approof„Moft noble Antony^

Let not the piece of virtue, which is fet

Betwixt us, as the cement of our love,

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter

The fortrefs of it : for far better might we
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts

This be not cherilh'd.

^ivr. Make me not offended

In your diftruft.

Cmb, I have faid.

Ai^r. You fhall not find,

Though you be therein curious, the leaft cause

For what you feem to fear : So, the gods keep you,

And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends !

We will here part.

C^E^. Farewel, my deareft fifter, fare thee well

;

The elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy fpirits all of comfort ! fare thee well.

Ocr. My noble brother,—

^ivr. The April's in her eyes ; Tt is love's .fpring,

And these the Ihovvers to bring it on Be chearful.

Ocr. Sir, look well to my hufband's houfe ; and—
C^s, What,

O^auia ?

Ocr, I'll tell you in your ear. [fa/ang him afide.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can

Her heart inform her tongue: the fvvan's down featlier.

That Hands upon the fwell at full of tide.

And neither way inclines.

3 Band
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Ef^o .
" Will Casar weep ?

"

Agr, **He has a cloud in*s face."

Eno .
" He were the worfe for that, were he a horfe ;

^'

*'So is he, being a man."
Agr,'' Why, Enobarbus F

"

When Antony found Julius C^sar dead,"
" He cry'd almoft to roaring : and he wept, "

When at Philippi he found Brutus llain. " [rheum ;

"

£no. *'That year, indeed, he was troubled with a
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd

:"

Believ*t, 'till I weep too,"

Cy^s. No, fweet OSa^via, [comingfornvard*

You (hall hear from me ftill ; the time fhall not

Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant, Come, fir, come

;

ril wreftle with you in my ftrength of love :

Look, here I have you "]~ ; thus I let you go,

And give you to the gods.

Cals, Adieu; be happy!

LuF. Let all the number of the Hars give light

To thy fair way !

C^s, Farewel. — Farewel. l^^ifes Odavla.
Ant, Farewel. \FlouriJh, Exewtt.

SCENE in. Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alex as.

Cle. Where is the fellow ?

Ale. Half afeard to come.
CiE. Go to, go to : —Come hither, fir.

Enter MefTenger.
Ale. Good majelly,

llerod of Je^ry dare npt look upon you,

K 3
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But when you are well pleased.

Cle. That^Ws head
I'll have : But how ? when Antony is gone.

Through whom I might command it Come thou near,

Me/^ Moft gracious majefly,

—

Cle, Did'ft thou behold

Ofia^ia ?

Mef, Ay, dread queen.

Cle. Where?
MeJ\ Madam, in Rome

I looked her in the face ; and faw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony

,

Cle. Is fhe as tall as me

?

Mef, She is not, madam. [low ?

Cle, Did'ft hear her fpeak ? Is fhe Ihrill-tongu'd, or

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak ; Ihe is low-voic'd.

Cle. That's not fo good : _ he cannot like her long.

Cha. Like her ? O I^s ! 'tis impoffible. [dwarfilh !—
Cle. I think fo, Charmian: Dull of tongue, and

What majefty is in her gate ? Remember

;

If e'er thou look'dft on majefty,

Mef, She creeps

;

Her motion and her ftation are as one :

She fhews a body, rather than a life

;

A ftatue, than a breather.

Cle, Is this certain?

Mef. Or I have no observance.

Cka. Three in Egypt

Cannot make better note.

Cle. He's very knowing,

I do perceive't:*— There's nothing in her yet t-^

The fellow has good judgment.

4« look^ft
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Cka, Excellent.

Cle, Guefs at her years, Ipr'ythee.

Mef. E^er r^aris, madam ?

She was a widow :

CxjE. Widow? Charmian^ hark.

M/. And I do think, fhe's thirty.

Cle. Bear'ft thou her face

In mind ? is't long, or round ?

Mef, Round, even to faultinefs. fo.—

Cle, For the moft part too, they are foolifti that are

Her hair, what colour ?

Mef, Brown, madam : And her forehead

As low as fhe would wifh it.

Cle, There's gold for thee.

Thou muft not take my former fharpnefs ill

:

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee

Moft fit for businefs : Go, make thee ready, to5?ile

Our letters are prepared. \Exit MefTenger.

Cha, a proper man.
Cle, Indeed, he is fo : I repent me much

That fo I harry'd him. Why, methinks, by him.

This creature's no fuch thing.

Cha, nothing, madam. [know,
Cle, The man hath feen fome majefty, and fhould

Cha, Hath he feen majefty? IJistM^ defend.

And ferving you fo long 1
"** [Charmian :

—
Cle. I have one thing more to afk him yet, good

But 'tis no matter ; thou ftialt bring him to me
Where I will write : All may be well enough.

Cha, I warrant you, madam. [Exeuuf.

SCEA^E IV. Athens. J Room Antony's Hou/e,

K 4
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Enter Antony, and Octavia.
Ai^r. Nay, nay, O^a'via, not only that,

—
That were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of femblable import,— but he hath wag'd
New wars 'gainft Pomfey ; made his will, and read it

To publick ear

:

Spoke fcant'ly of me: when perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly

He vented them ; moft narrow measure lent me

:

When the beft hint was given him, he not took't,

Or did it from his teeth.

Oct, O my good lord.

Believe not all ; or, if you mufl believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this division chance, ne'er flood between.

Praying for both parts : The good gods will mock me.
When I fhall pray, O, 6/e/s my hujhand! presently

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud

O, blejs my brother ! Husband win, win brother.

Prays, and deftroys the prayer ; no midway
'"Twixt these extreams at all.

Ai^r, Gentle OSla^iay

Let your beft love draw to that point, which feeks

Bcil to preserve it : If I lose mine honour,

I lose my felf : better I were not yours.

Than yours fo branchlefs. But, as you requeued,

Yourfeif fhall go between us : The mean time, lady,

I'll raise the preparation of a war
Shall flrain your brother : Make your foonefl hafte ;

So your desires are yours.

Ocr. Thanks to my lord.

The Jo^e of power make me mofl weak, moil weak.

5 then moll »^ notlook't ^Ty.Note. *9 flaine
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Your reconciler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would be

As if the world fhould cleave, and that flain men
Should folder up the rift.

Ai^f. When it appears to you where this begins.

Turn your difpleasure that way ; for our faults

Can never be fo equal, that your love

Can equally move with them. Provide your going;
Choose your own company, and command what coft

Your heart has mind to. \Exeunt,

SCENE V. Thefame. Another Room in the fame.

Enter Eros, and Enobarbus, meeting,

Eno, How now, friend Eros F

Ero, There's Urange nev/s come, fir.

Eno. What, man ?

Er 0 . Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey.

Eno . This is old ; What is the fuccefs ?

Eso. C^j/sr, having made ufeofhim in the wars 'gain ft

Fcmpey, presently deny'd him rival ty ; would not let him
partake in the glory of the aftion : and not refting here,

accuses him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ;

upon his appeal, feizes him : So the poor third is up, 'till

death enlarge his confine.

Eno, Then, world, thou haft a pair of chaps, no more;
And throw between them all the food thou haft.

They'll grind tjje one the other.^Where is Antony P

Ero, He's walking in the garden "|~ thus ; and fpurns
The rufti that lies before him : cries, Fool Lepidus

!

And threats the throat of that his officer.

That murder'd Pompey,

Eno, Our great navy's rig'd.

£ro. For Italy y and C^sar. More, Domifius ;

his owne appeale *4- Then would thou hadft



6o Antony and Cleopatra.

My lord desires you presently : my news
I might have told hereafter.

jEa'o. 'twill be naught :

But let it be— Bring me to Antony,

Ero, Come, fir. [Exeunt,

SCENE VL Rome. A RoominC2ts^r's Hou/e.

Enter C^sar, Mectenas, and Agrippa.
C^s, Contemning Rome, he has done all this : And

In Alexandria, here's =|= the manner of ic, [more

;

Tthe market-place, on a tribunal filver'd,

Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold

Were publickly enthron'd : at the feet, fat

Ceesarion, whom they call my father's fon

;

And all the unlawful ifTue, that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave. the 'ftabiifliment of Egypt ; made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Abfolute queen.

Mec. This in the publick eye?

Cj^s^ Fthecomm^on Ihew -place, where they exercise.

His fons he there proclaimed. The kings of kings

:

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia,

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he aflign'd

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She

In the habiliments of the goddefs IJts

That dayappear'd; and oft before gave audience.

As 'tis reported, fo.

Mec, L^tRome be thus

Inform'd.

Agr, Who, queasy with hisinfolence

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

Sonnes hither pro-
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1

C/Et. The people know it; and have now receiv'd

His accusations.

Agr, Whom does he accuse ?

Cms, Caesar: and that, having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeius fpoil'd, we had not rated him
His part o'the ifle : then does he fay, he lent n>e

Some fhipping unreflor'd : laftly, he frets,

That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain

All his revenue.

Agr, Sir, this fhould be anfwer'd.

C^Es. 'Tis done already, and the meflenger gone,

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel;

That he his high authority abus'd.

And did deserve his change : for what I have conquer'd,

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia,

And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Mec, He'll never yield to that.

Cms. Nor muft not then be yielded to in this.

Enter Oct a via.

Oct, Hail, Casar^ and my lord I hail, moft ^^zrCasar!
Cms, That ever I fhould call thee, caft-away.

Ocr, You have not call'd me fo, nor have you cause.

Cjes, Why haft thou ftoln upon us thus? You come not

Like C^sar'^s fifter : The wife of Antony

Should have an army for an ufher, and
The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach.

Long ere Hie did appear : the trees by the way
Should have born men ; and expedation fainted,

Longing for what it had not : nay, the duft

Should have afcended to the/oof of heaven,

* knowes
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Rais'dby your populous troops : But you are come
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented

The oftent of our love, which, left unfhewn,
Is often left unlov'd : we fhould have met you
By fea, and land ; fupplying every ftage

With an augmented greeting.

Oct, Good my lord.

To come thus vvas I not conftrainM, but did it

On my free will. My lord MarJ^ Antony

y

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acqj^ainted

My grieving ear withal ; whereon, I beg'd

His pardon for return.

CyES. Which foon he granted,

Being an obftrudl 'tween his lull: and him.

Ocr. Do not fay fo, my lord.

Cm^. I have eyes upon him.

And his affairs come to me on the wind :

Where, fa^ ^ou, he is now ?

Ocr. My lord, in Athens,

Cm$, No, my moll wronged filler ; Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire

Up to a whore ; who now are levying

The kings o'the earth for war : He hath alTembrd

Bocchus, the king of Libya ; ArchelauSy

Of Cappadocia-y Philadelphosy king

Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas :

King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Medes ;

Herod of Jeuory ; Mithridates, king

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintasy

The kings of Font and Lycaonia ;

With a larger lift of fcepters.

Oct. Ah me moft wretched !

3 ofVentation of abftra£t *8 j^^ 47 King of Pont,
3^ ©fMede, and 3 > a more larger
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That have my heart parted betwixt two friends.

That do afHidl each other.

Cms, Welcome hither

:

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth

;

'Till we perceived, both how you were wrong'd>

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart

:

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content these ilrong neceflities

;

But let determin'd things to defliny

Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome

:

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd

Beyond the mark of thought : and the high godsj

To do you juJftice, make them minifters

Of us, and those that love you. Be of comfort >

And ever welcome to us.

Agk, Welcome, lady.

Af£C. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you :

Only the adulterous Antony, moil large

In his abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull,

That noises it againfl us.

Ocr. Is it fo, fir?

Cmb, Moll certain. Sifter, welcome: Pray you, nOlO

Be ever known to patience : My dear'ft fifter

!

5 CE NE Vll. mar Aaium. AntonyV Camp.
Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus.

Cle. I will be even v/ith thee, doubt it not.

Eno, But why, why, why?
Cle. Thou haft forefpoke my being in these wars

Afid fay'ft, it is not fit.

? \^-rG^g led, * 3 fnakehis Min- Bei^ of
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Eno. Well, is It, is it ?

Cl e . Is' t not denounced 'galnfl us ? Why fhould not nVc

Be there in perfon ?

Encu Well, I could reply :^
If we ftiould ferve with horfe and mares together,

The horfe were meerly loft ; the mares would bear

A foldier, and his horfe.

Cle, What is't you fay ?

Eno. Your presence needs muft ipuzzle Jnfony

;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time,

What fhould not then be fpar'd. He is already

Traduced for levity ; and 'tis faid in Romet

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids.

Manage this war.

Cx£. Sink Rome\ and their tongues rot,

That fpeak againft us ! A charge we bear i'the war,

And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it

;

I will not ftay behind.

Eno. Nay, I have done,

Here comes the emperor.

Enter Antony, Canidius.
Ant, Is't not ftrange, Canidius,

That from Tarentum, and Brundu/jum,

He could fo quickly cut the Ionian fea,

And take in ToryneP— You have heard on' t, fweet ?

Cle. Celerity is never more admir'd.

Than by the negligent.

Jnt. a good rebuke.

Which might have well becom'd the beft of men^
To taunt at flackncfs, Canidius, we
Will fight with him by fea.

* If not,



Antony and Cleopatra. 65

Ci£. By fea! What elfe?

Can , Why will my lord do fo ?

jNf, For that he dares us to't.

Eno, So hath my lord dar'd him to fingle fight.

Can, Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharfaliay

Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But these offers,

Which ferve not for his vantage, he fhakes off

;

And fo Ihould you.

Eno . Your ihips are not well man'd

:

Your mariners are muliteers, reapers, people

Ingroft by fwiftimprefs ; in C^sar^s fleet

Are those, that often have 'gainil Fompey fought

:

Their ihips are yare ; yours, heavy : No difgrace

Can fall you for refusing him at fea,

Being prepared for land.

Ant:, By fea, by fea.

Eno, Moft worihy fir, you therein throw away
The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land

;

Diflrad your army, which doth moft confift

Of war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego

The way which promises aiTurance; and
Give up yourfelf meerly to chance and hazard,

From firm fecurity.

Ant, ril fight at fea.

Cz£. I have fixty fails, Caesar none better.

v^ivr. Come

:

Our over-plus of fhipping will we burn ;

And, with the reft full-man'd, from the head of Aclimn

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail.

Enter a MefTenger.

We then can do't at land. ^*Thy businefs ?
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Mef, The nev/s is true, my lord \ he is defcry*d

;

Ccesar has taken Toryfie,

Jnt. Can he be there in perfon ? 'tis impolfible

;

Strange, that his power Ihould be Canidius^

Our nineteen legions thou flialt hold by land.

And, our twelve thousand horfe : we'll to our fhip ;

Enter a Soldier.

Away, my Thetis How now, worthy foldier ?

SoL O noble emperor, do not fight by fea

;

Truft not to rotten planks : Do you mifdoubt

This fword, and these my wounds ? Let the Egyftiansy

And the Phoenicians^ go a ducking ; we
Have us'd to conquer, Handing on the earth,

And fighting foot to foot.

Jiir, Well, well, away.

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, ^«^Enob arbus.
SoL By Hercules, I think I am i'the right.

Can, Soldier, thou art : but this whole action grows

Not in the power on't : So our leader's led,

And we are women's men.
SoL You keep by land

The legions and the horfe whole, do you not?

Can, Marcus Obauiusy Marcus jfujleius,

Puhlicola, and Ccelius, are for fea

:

But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of C^sar*^

Carries beyond belief.

Sol, While he was yet in Rome,

His power went out in fuch diftradlions, as

Beguil'd all fpies.

Can, Who's his lieutenant, hear you ?

SoL They fay, one Taurus.

Can, Well I know the man.

*8 but his whole
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Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. The emperor calls Cantdius, [forth.

Can, With news the time's with labour; and throws

Each minute, fome. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII I. Tiefame. Plain between both Camps.

Enter Cjesar, Taurus, Officers, and Others*

C/E5, T'aurus,
—

Tau. My lord. [battle,

Cjes. Strike not by land; keep whole: provoke not

'Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed

The prefcript of this
"f-

fcrowl : Our fortune lies

Upon this jump. [Exeunt<

Enter Antony, Enobarbus, and Others,

ANr, Set we our fquadrons on yon' fide o'the hill.

In eye of Caesar's battle ; from which place

We may the number of the Ihips behold.

And fo proceed accordingly. [Exeunt,

Enter Canidius, marching ^ith his land Army^ one

Way ; and Taurus, the Lieutenant of Caesar, mjith

his, the other Way, After their going in, is heard the

Noise, of a Sea-fght,

Alarums. jE'/z/^r Enobarbus. [longer.:

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral.

With all their fixty, fly, and turn the rudder

;

To fee't, mine eyes are blafted.

Enter Scarus.
ScA. Gods, and goddefTes,

All the whole fynod of them 1

Eno, What's thy paffion ?

ScA, The greater cantle of the world is loH:

Vol. Vin.



6S Antony and Cleopatra.

With very ignorance ; we have kilT'd away
Kingdoms and provinces.

i'ivo. How appears the fight ?

ScA^ On our fide like the tokenM peftilence.

Where death is fufe. Yon' ribald nag of Egypt^

(Whom leprofy o'er-take !) i'the mid'ft o'the fight,—
When vantage like a pair of twins appeared,

Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder, ~-

The breeze upon her, like a cow in Juncy
Hoifts fails, and flies,

£ivo. That I beheld: mine eyes

Did ficken at the light of iXy and could not

Endure a further view.

^CA, She once being looft.

The noble ruin of her magick, Antony

^

Claps on his fea-wing, and, like a doating mallards

Leaving the fight in heighth, flies after her :

I never faw an aftion of fuch fhame

;

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before

Did violate fo itfelf.

JE'ivo. Alack, alack

!

Enter C a n i D i u s

.

Ca}^, Our fortune on the fea is out of breath,

And finks moft lamentably. Had our general

Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well:

O, he has given example for our flight,

Mofl: grofiy, by his own. [night

Et^o, Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good
Indeed."

Can, Toward Peloponnefus are they fled.

ScA. 'Tis easy to't : and there I will attend

V/hat further comes. [Exif^



Antony and Cleopatra. 69

C^i^. To Casar will I render

My legions, and my horfe ; fix kings already

Shew me the way of yielding. {Exit.

Euo, I'll yet follow

The wounded chance of Antony^ though my reason

Sits in the wind againll me. {Exit

^

SCENE IX, Alexandria. J Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony, <vjith Attendants.

ANt. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't^,

It is afham'd to bear me. --.Friends, come hither;

I am fo lated in the world, that I

Have loll my way forever : I have a Ihip

Laden with gold 3 take that, divide it ; fly.

And make your peace with Casar,

Att, Fly 1 not we.

AN^i I have fledmyfelf; and have inflrudled cowards
To run, and Ihew their flioulders. Friends, be gone

:

I have myfelf resolv'd upon a courfe

Which has no need of you ; be gone, Be gone

:

My treasure's in the harbour, take it—O,
I follow'd that, I blufli to look upon

:

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white

Reprove the brown for rafnnefs, and they them
For fear and doating— Friends, be gone ; you fhali

Have letters from me to fome friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad.

Nor make replies of lothnefs : take the hint

Which my defpair proclaims ; let that be left

Which leaves itfelf : to the fea-fide ilraight away

;

I will possefs you of that (hip and treasure.

Leave me, I pray, a littlp : pray you now :

-9 Let them be

L 2
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Nay, do fo ; for, indeed, I have loll command.
Therefore I pray you : V\\ fee you by and by.

l^Exeunt Attendants. Throws him/elfon a Couch,
Enter Eros, nvith Cleopatra, led hy

Iras and Charmian.
Ero, Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort him.
Ira, Do, moll dear queen.

Cha, Do 1 Why, what elfe ?

Cle, Let me fit "|" down. O Juno !

Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Ero, See you here, fir ?

jNr, O fie, fie, fie.

Cha, Madam,
Ira, Madam, good emprefs,

Ero, Sir, fir,
—

'

Ant, Yes, my lord, yes;— He, 2X Philippic kept

His fword even like a dancer ; while I llrook

The lean and wrinkPd Cajfius ; and 'twas T,

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone

Dealt on Heutenantry, and no pradtice had

In the brave fquares of war : Yet now - No matter.

Cle, Ah me I— Stand by. \rising,

Ero, The queen, my lord, the queen, [lity'd

Ira, Go to him, madam, fpeak to him ; he i^^unqua-

With very lhame.

Cle, Well then,— Sullaln me :
— 0 !

Ero, Moll noble fir, arise; the queen approaches

;

Her head's declin'd, and death will feize her ; but

Your comfort makes the refcue,

Ant. I have offended reputation ;

A moll unnoble fwerving

:

Ero, Sir, the queen.
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1

jiur, O, whither haft thou led me, Egypt F [fiarting up]

How I convey my lhame out of thine eyes, [See

By looking back on what 1 have left behind

'Stroy'd in diflionour.

Cle, O my lord, my lord \

Forgive my fearful fails ; I little thought.

You would have followed.

Jnt. Egypt, thou knew'ft too well.

My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by the ftrings.

And thou ftiould'ft tow me after : O'er my fpirit

Thy full fupremacy thou knew'ft ; and that

Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods

Command me.
Cle, O, my pardon.

Jnt. Now I muft

To the young man fend humble 'treaties, dodge
And palter in the ftiifts of lownefs ; who
With half the bulk o'the world play'd as I pleas'd,

Making, and marring, fortunes. You did know.
How much you were my conqueror ; and that

My fword, made weak by my affedion, would
Obey it on all causes.

Cle, Pardon, pardon.

JNr, Fall not a tear, I fay ; one of them rates

AH that is won and loft : Give me a kifs

;

Even this"t" repays me—We fent our fchool-mafter.

Is he come back ?^ Love, I am full of lead : —
Some wine, there, and our viands : _ Fortune knows.
We fcorn her moft, when moft Ihe offers blows.

SCENE X. J Camp in Egypt. C?Esar'j Tent.

Enter C^sar, Thy re us, Dolabella, and Others*

»° flowe me ' ' The full caufe. ^8 wine | Within there

L 3
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C/ES . Let him appear that's come from Antony

Know you him ?

DoL. Casar, 'tis his fchool-m after

:

An argument that he is pluck'd, when hither

He fends fo poor a pinion of his wing,

Which had fuperfiuous kings for meflengers.

Not many moons gone by.

jE'«/^r Eu p H R o N I u s

•

Cms, Approach, and fpeak.

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony:

I was of late as petty to his ends.

As is the morn dew on the myrtle leaf

To his grand fea.

CjT,s^ Be it fo ; Declare thine office.

Eup, Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted,

He lefTens his requefts ; and to thee fues

To let him breath between the heavens and earth,

A private man in Athens : This for him.

Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs ;

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

C^ES, For Antony,

I have no ears to his requeft. The queen
Of audience, nor desire, lhall fail ; fo Ihe

From Egypt drive her all-difgraced friend.

Or take his life there : This if Ihe perform.

She fhall not fue unheard. So to them both.

Eup . Fortune purfue thee 1

Bring him through the bands.

[
Exit EuPHRONius, attended.
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To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : Difpatch

;

From )lntony win Cleopatra : promise.

And in our name, what (he requires ; add more.

From thine invention offers : Women are nor,

In their beft fortunes, ftrong ; but want will perjure

The ne'er-touch'd veftal : Try thy cunning. Thyreus

;

Make thine own edidl for thy pains, which we
Will anfwer as a law.

Tht. Ceesar, I go.

Cy^s, Observe how Antony becoipes his flaw ;

And what thou think'ft his very adion fpeaks

In every power that moves.

Thy, Ci^sar, I lhall. {^Exeunt.

SCENE XI. Alexandria. J Room in the Palace.

£«/^r Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras.

Cle, What lhall we do, Enoharhus ?

Eno. Drink, and dye.

Cle, Is Antony or we, in fault for this }

Eno, Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war, whose feveral ranges

Frighted each other? why fliould he follow ?

The itch of his alFeftion fliould not then

Have nick'd his captainfliip ; at fuch a point.

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being
The meered queftion : 'Twas a fliame no lefs

Than was his lofs, to courfe your flying flags.

And leave his navy gazing.

Cle. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, ^ith Euphronius.
An^ . Is that his anfwer?

»s Thinke, an4

L4.
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Evp, Ay, my lord.

A'Nr, The queen
Sh^ll then have courtefy, fo flie will yield >

Us up.

Evv. lorti, he fays fo.

Aiit, Let her know't.—
To the boy Caesar fend this grizFd head.

And he will fill thy wifhes to the brim

With principalities.

Cle, That head, my lord?

Anr, To him again; Tell him, he wears the rose

Of youth upon him ; from which, the world ft^iould note

Something particular : his coin, fhips, legions.

May be a coward's ; whose miniftries would prevail

Under the fervice of a child, as foon

As i'the command of Casar : I dare him therefore

To lay his gay comparifons apart,

And anfwer me declin'd, fword againft fword,

Ourfelves alone : Til write it ; follow me.

\^Exeunt Antony, /3:;///Euphronius,

Eno, **Yes, like enough; high-battPd C^^/^r will"

*'Unftate his happinefs, and be ftag*d to the fhew"
Againft a fworder* I fee, men's judgments are'*

A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward"
Do draw th? inward quality after them,

"

"To fufFer all alike. That he fhould dream,

"

Knowing all measures, the full C^sar will"

Anfwer his emptinefs ! Casar, thou haft fubdu'd"
His judgment too.

"

Enter an Attendant.

Att. A meffenger from Ctesar,

Cle* What, no more ceremony See, my women^j

'4- Miniftcrs
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Againft the blown rose may they ftop their nose.

That kneel'd unto the buds.— Admit him, fir.

{Exit Attendant.

Ei^o, "Mine honefty, and I, begin to fquare."

**The loyalty, well held to fools, does make"
"Our faith meer folly :— Yet, he, that can endure'*

"To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord,"

"Does conquer him that did his mafter conquer," -

^* And earns a place i'the llory.
"

Enter Thyreus.
Ci£. Ceesars will ?

Ti/r. Hear it apart.

Ci£. None but friends ; fay on boldly.

^KY, So, haply, are they friends to Antony,

Eno. He needs as many, fir, as C^sar has ;

Or needs not us. If desar please, our mailer

Will leap to be bis friend : Or, as you know.
Whose he is, we are ; and that is, Caesar s.

Tht. So—
Thus then, thou moll renown'd ; Casar entreats.

Not to confiderin what cafe thou ftand'ft

Further than he is Ctssar,

Cle, Go on : Right royal.

Tht, He knows, that you embrace not Antony

As you did love, but as you fear'd him.

Clz, O!
Thy, The fears upon your honour, therefore, he

Does pity, as conftrained blemilhes.

Not as deserv'd,

CxE. He is a god, and knows
What is molt right : Mine honour was not yielded,

Biit conquered meerly.

«7 For as
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Euo, "To be fure of that,"

will Antony, Sir, fir, thou art fo leaky,
"

*'That we muil leave thee to thy linking, for"

*'Thy deareft quit thee. " \Exit Enob ARBUS.
Thy, Shall I fay to Caesar

What you require of him ? for he partly begs

To be desir'd to give. It much >vould please him.

That of his fortunes you Ihould make a ilafF

To lean upon : but it would warm his fpirits.

To hear from me you had left Antony^

And put yourfelf under his Ihrowd, t!?e (jreat,

The univerfal landlord.

ChE, What's your name ?

I'hy. My name is Thyreus,

Cle. Moft kind meffenger.

Say to great Caesar this, In deputation

I kifs his conquering hand : tell him, I am prompt
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel

:

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear

The doom of Egypt,

Try, 'Tis your nobleft courfe.

Wisdom and fortune combatting together,

If that the former dare but what it can,

No chance may fhake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand-

CiE, Your Ccesars father oft, ^g'^'^ing ^^T Handr
When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in,

Beftow'd his lips on that unworthy place,

As it rain'd kiffes.

Re-enter En ob a reus, <^vith Antony.
Ant, Favours, by Jo<ve that thunders!-*

What art thou, fellow ?

difputatlon
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Thy. One, that but performs

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft

To have command obey'd.

i?Jvo. You will be whipt. " [and devils

!

Aut, Approach, there ;— Ah, you kite ! Now, gods

Authority melts from me of late : when I cry'd, he!

Like boys unto a mufs, kings would ftart forth.

And cry, Your ^Z///'— Have you no ears ? lam
Enter Attendants,

Antony yet. Take hence this jfackj and whip him.

Eno, **Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,"
Than with an old one dying.

"

Ant, Moon and flars ! —
Whip him : — Wer't twenty of the greatefl tributaries

That do acknowledge C.<esar, fhould I find them
So faucy with the hand of fhe ~|" here, (What's her name,
Since (he was Cleopatra F) Whip him, fellows,

'Till, like a boy, you fee him cringe his face.

And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence,

Tht, Mark Antony,

—

Ant. Tug him away : being whipt,

Bring him again : —.This Jack of C^sa/s fhall

Bear us an errand to him

—

[Exeunt Attendants, ^ith Thyreus*
You were half blafted ere I knew you : Ha

!

Have I my pillow left unpreft in Roine,

Forborn the getting of a lawful race.

And by a jem of women, to be abus'd

By one that looks on feeders ?

Cl e . Good my lord,
—

Ant, You have been a bogler ever : _
But when we in our vicioufnefs grow hard,

the Jacke
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(O misery on't !) the wise gods feel our eyes

In our own filth; drop our clear judgments; make us

Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we llrut

To our confusion.

Cle. O, is't come to this ?

JNt, I found you as a morfel, cold upon
Dead Ctesar^s trencher: nay, you were a fragment
Of Cneius Pompeys ; befides what hotter hours,

Unregifter'd in vulgar fame, you have

Luxu-rioufly pick'd out : For, I am fure.

Though you can guefs what temperance fhould be.

You know not what it is.

Cle, Wherefore is this?

JNT, To let a fellow that will take rewards.

And fay, God quit you ! be familiar with

My play-fellow, your hand ; this kingly feal,

And pljghter of high hearts !^0, that I were

Upon the hill of Bo/an, to out-roar

The horned herd I for I have favage cause

;

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank

For being yare about him. __Is he whip'd ?

Re-enter Attendants, ^ith Thyreus.

I. J. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cry'd he ? and beg'd he pardon }

}. J, He did afk favour.

Jnt, If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou waft not made his daughter ; and be thou forry

To follow C^sai' in his triumph, fmce

Thou haft been whip'd for following him : henceforth,

The white hand of a lady fever thee.

Shake thou to look on't. Get thee back to C^sar^
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Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou fay,

He makes me angry with him : for he feems

Proud and difdainful; harping on what I am.
Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry ;

And at this time moft easy 'tis to do't;

When my good ftars, that were my former guides.

Have empty left their orbs, and Ihot their fires *

Into the abism of liell. If he miflike

My fpeech, and what is done ; tell him, he has
^

Hipparcbus, my enfranchised bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture.

As he fhall like, to quit me : Urge it thou ;

Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. [^Exif Thyreus.
Cle. Have you done yet ?

ANr. Alack, our terrene moon
Is now ecIipPd ; and it portends alone

The fall of Antony I

Cle, I muft ilayhis time. [to herWomeiz*

ANr. To flatter Ccesar, would you mingle eyes

With one that tyes his points ?

Cle, Not know me yet ?

y^jvr. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Cle, Ah, dear, if 1 be fo.

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail,

And poison it in the fource ; and the firil ftone

Drop in my neck : as it determines, ib

Dissolve my life 1 The next Caesarian fmite

!

'Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb.
Together with my brave Egyptians all.

By the difcandying of this pelleted ftorm.

Lye gravelefs ; 'till the flies and gnats of Nile

Have bury'd them for prey !

'® cnfranched *7 3^ difcandeiing
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Ai^r. I am fattiffy'd.

Casar fets down in Alexandria ; where
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held ; our fever'd navy too

Have knit again, and fleet, threatening moft fea-Iike»—

*

Where haft thou been, my heart ?__Doll thou hear, lady ?

If from the field I lhall return once more
To kifs these lips, I will appear in blood;

I and my fword will earn our chronicle ;

There is hope in it yet.

Cle. That's my brave lord !

Ai^r. I will be treble-fmew'd, hearted, breath'd>

And fight malicioufly : for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men did ranfom lives

Of me for jells ; but now, I'll fet my teeth,

And fend to darknefs all that ftop me. Come,
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me
All my fad captains, fill our bowls ; once more
Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cle, It is my birth-day :

I had thought, to have held it poor ; but, fince my lord

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra,

Ant, We'll yet do well.

Cle, Call all his noble captains to my lord.

A^r, Do fo, we'll fpeak to them; and to-night I'll force

Thewinepeep through their fears*_Come on, myqueen>
There's fap in't yet. The next time T do fight,

I'll make death love me ; for I will contend

Even with his peftilent fcythe.

[Exeunt Ant. Cle. Cha. Ira. and Att.

Eno. Now he'll out-ftare the lightning. To be furious.

Is, to frighted out of fear : in that mood,
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The dove will peck the eftridge ; and I fee flill,

A diminution in our captain's brain

Reftores his heart : When valour preys on reason

It eats the fword it fights with. I will feek

Some way to leave him. [Exit*

jcr IV.
SCENE I. Camp before Alexandria.

Enter C^^isar, mjith a Letter in his Hand \ Mec^nas>
Officers, and Others, attenddng,

Cm$, He calls me boy; and chi(ies, as he had power
To beat me out of Egypt : my meffenger

He hath whip'd with rods ; dares me to perfonal combat,
Casar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know.
He hath many other ways to dye ; mean time,

3f laugh at his challenge.

Mec. C^sar muft think.

When one fo great begins to rage^ he's hunted
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his dillradion : Never anger

Made good guard for it(t\L

Cms, Let our beft heads

Xnow, that to-morrow the lall of many battles

We mean to fight : Within our files there are.

Of those that ferv'd Mark Antony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See it ht done ;

And feafl the army : we have itore to do't,

And they have earn'd the wafte. Poor Antony ! Exeunt^

SCENE IL Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

^ praycv in i-eafon * T have many
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Efiter Antony, ^WCleopatra ; Enobarbus,
Iras, Charmian, and Others,

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius,

Eno, No.
ANr, Why fhould he not ?

Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune,

He is twenty men to one.

Ant, To-morrow, foldier.

By fea and land I'll fight : or I will live,

Or bath my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Wou't thou fight well ?

Eno, I'll ftrike ; and cry. Take all,

Jnt, Well faid; come on.-_

Call forth my houfhold fervants ; let's to-night

Enterfome Domejiicks,

Be l30unteous at our meal.— Give me thy hand,

Thou haft been rightly honeft ; —fo haft thou,_ [well,

Sntithou, and thou,—.and thou:— you have ferv'd me
And kings have been your fellows;

Ci£. ''What means this?" [ftioots"

Eno, **'Tis one of those odd tricks, which forrow

*'Out of the mind."
ANt, And thou art honeft too.

I wifti, I could be made fo many men

;

And all of you clapt up together in

An Antony \ that I might do you fervice.

So good as you have done.

Dom, The gods forbid !

Ant, Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night

:

Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me.

As when mine empire was your fellow too,

And fulFer'd my command.

3 Domitian f
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Cle, " What does he mean ?

"

Euo. **To make his followers weep."
Aiit* Tend me to-night

;

May be, it is the period of your duty

:

Haply, you fhall not fee me more ; or if,

A mangPd fhadow : perchance, to-morrow
You'll ferve another mafter. I look on you.

As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft friends,

I turn you not away ; but, like a mafter

Marry'd^o your good fervice, ftay 'till death :

Tend me to-night two hours, [ alk no more.

And the gods yield you for't 1

£a'o. What mean you, fir.

To give them this difcomfort ? Look, they weep

;

And, I, an afs, am onion-ey'd : for (hame,

Tranfform us not to women.
Ai^t:, Ho, ho, ho!

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus !

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty friends,

You take me in too dolorous a fenfe

:

I fpake to you for your comfort ; did desire you
To burn this night with torches : Know, my hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you.

Where rather I'll expedl vidlorious life,

Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come.
And drown confideration. {Exeunt.

SCENE III. The fame. Before the Palace.

Enter tn,vo Soldiers, to their Guard,

1. S. Brother, good night: to-morrow is the day.

1. S. It will determine one way : fare you well.

Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets?

For I fpake

Vol. VUL M
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1 . 5. Nothing : What news ?

2. S. Belike, 'tis but a rumour: Good night to you,

1 . S, Well, fir, good night.

Enter t^uuo other Soldiers.

2. S, Soldiers, have careful watch.

3. iS. And you: Goodnight, good night.

[the t^o firji go to their PoJIs,

4. *S. Here we : [going to theirs^ and if to-morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope

Our landmen will Hand up.

3. S. 'Tis a brave army.

And full of purpose.

[Musick ofHautboys y as underneath,

4. S, Peace, What noise ?

1. S. Lift, lift!

2. 5". Hark I \ad'vancingfrom their Pojis*

1 . S, Musick i'the air.

3. 5. Under the earth.

4. S» It figns well, does it not ?

3. 5. No.
1 . S, Peace, T fay.

What ftiould this mean ?

2. 'Tis the god Hercules ^ whom Antony lov'd,

Now leaves him.

1. S, Walk ; let's fee if other watchmen
Do hear what we do. \^goi^^g*

Enter other Soldiers, meeting them.

I, 2. 3. 4. How now, mafters ?

SoL How now ?

How now ? Do you hear this ?

I, S, Ay ; Is't not ftrange ?

3. S. Do you hear, mafters ; do you hear ?

C I. " I, *4 2-
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1 . Follow the noise To far as we have quarter

;

Let's fee how 'twill give off.

alL Content :

'Tis ftrange. [Exeunt.

S CENE IV. The fame, A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony, and Cleopatra ; Charmian,
Iras, and Others^ attending,

AnT, Eros! mine armour, Eros!

Cle. Sleep a little.

Ant, No, mychuck. Erosy come ; mine armour, Eros !

Enter Eros, <with Armour,,

Come, good fellow, put thine iron on :

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her. Come. [Eros arms him^

Cle, Nay, I'll help too.

Ant, What's this for ? Ah, let be, let be ! thou art

The armourer of my heart : Falfe, falfe ; this, this.

Cle* Sooth, la, I'll help : Thus it mull be.

Ant. Well, well

;

We (hall thrive now. «- Seeft thou, my good fellow f

Go, put on thy defences.

Ero, Briefly, fir.

Cle, Is not this buckl'd well ?

Ant, £D, rarely, rarely :

He that unbuckles this, 'till we do please

To dofF't for our repose, lhall hear a ftorm.

Thou fumbl'ft, Eros; and my queen's a fquire

More tight at this, than thou : Difpatch O love.

That thou could'ft fee my wars to-day, and knew'il-

The royal occupation ! thou fhould'ft fee

Enter an Officer, arm^d,

A workman in't. ^ Good-morrow to thee ; welcome :

M z
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Thou look'll like him that knows a warlike charge

:

To businefs that we love we rise betime,

And go to't with delight.

1. O. A thousand, fir,

Early though 't be, have on their rivetted trim,

And at the port expedl you. \^hout ^nthin. Trumpets.

Enter other Officers, Soldiers, l^c,

2. O. The morn is fair.— Good-morrow, general.

all. Good-morrow, general.

Aur* 'Tis well blown, lads.

This morning, like the fpirit of a youth
That means to be of note, begins betimes.

So, fo ; come, give me that : this way ; well faid

Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me :

This is a foldier's
"f"

kifs : rebukeable,

And worthy lhameful check it were, to {land

On more mechanick compliment ; I'll leave thee

Now, like a man of fteel You that will fight,

Follow me clofe; I'll bring you to't.— Adieu.

[^Exeunt Eros, Antony, Officers, and Soldiers,

Cba, Please you, retire to your chamber.

Ci£. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might
Determine this great war in fmgle fight

!

Then, Antony^— But now,— Well, on. \_Exeunt,

SCENE V. Under the Walls of Alexandria. Antony'y

Camp. Trumpets. Enter Antony, ^WEros ;

a Soldier fneeting them.

Sol, The gods make this a happy day to Antony !

y^^r . 'Would thou and those thy fears had once prevailed

To make me fight at land

!

30 Erou The
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^ol Had'll thou done fo,

The kings that have revolted, and the foldler

That has this morning left thee, would have ftill

Followed thy heels.

^ivr. Who's gone this morning?

Sol Who ?

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus,

He fhall not hear thee ; or from Casar's camp
Say, / am none of thine.

Ant, What fay'ft thou ?

Sol. Sir,

He is with Caesar,

Ero. Sir, his chefts and treasure

He has not with him.

Ant, Is he gone ?

SoL Moft certain.

Ant, Go, Eros, fend his treasure after ; do it,

Detain no jot of it, I charge thee : write to him
(I will fubfcribe) gentle adieus, and greetings :

Say, that I wifti he never find more cause

To change a mafter O, my fortunes have

Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch ^Enobarbus !

SCENE VI. Before A\exa,ndna.. C^s^r's Camp.
Flourijh* Enter Cjes AF^y w/V^Agrippa, Enobarbus,

and Others,

C^s, Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight

:

Our will is, Antony be took alive

;

Make it fo known.
Agr, C^sar, I fhall. Agrippa.
Cjes. The time of univerfal peace is near :

Prove this a profperous day, the three-nook'd world

» Eros. Had' ft 6 £^os. Who

M 3
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Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a MefTenger.

Mef, Antony

Is come into the field.

C/EB. Go, charge /^grlppa

Plant those that have revolted in the van;
That Antony may feem to fpend his fury

Upon himfelf. {Exeunt C^ s a R , and T'^aln,

Eno. Alexas did revolt : he went to Jeivry, on
Affairs of Antony ; there did perfuade

Gre^t Herod to incline himfelf to C^sar^

And leave his mafter Antony : for this pains,

Casar hath hang'd him. Canidiusy and the reft

That fell away, have entertainment, but

No honourable truft. I have done ill

;

Of which I do accuse myfelf fo forely.

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier.

SoL Enoharbus, Antony

Hath after thee fent all thy treasure, with

His bounty over-plus : The mefTenger

Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now,
Unloading of his mules.

E'i^o. I give it you.

SoL 31 niock not, Enoharbus,

I tell you true : Beft you fee fafe the bringer

Out of the hoft ; I muft attend mine office.

Or would have done't myfelf. Your emperor

Continues ftill a Jo^e* {Exit Soldier,

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth,

And feel I am fo moft. O Antony,

Thou mine of bounty, how would'ft thou have pay'd

9 revolt, and went ' ° difTwade *6 faft
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My better fervlce, when my turpitude

Thou doft fo crown with gold ! This bows my heart

:

If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean
Shall out-ftrike thought; but thought will do't, I feel,

I fight againft thee ! no : T will go feek

Some ditch, wherein to dye ; the fourft befl: fits

My latter part of life. \Exit>

SCENE VII. Betnjoeen the Camps, Field of Battle.

Alarums, Enter Agkip p a, and his Forces,

Agr, Retire, we have engag'd ourfelves too far:

Casar himfelf has work, and our opprefTion

Exceeds what we expe6led. [Retreat, Exeunt,

Alarums, Antony, and Forces ^ith
Scar us, ^wounded*

ScA, O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed !

Had we done fo at firft, we had driven them home
With clouts about their heads.

Ant. Thou bleed'ft apace.

ScA. I had a wound here that was like a T,
But now 'tis made an H. [Retreat afar oj^.

Ant, They do retire.

ScA, We'll beat 'em into bench-holes ; I have yet

Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.
Ero, They are beaten, fir ; and our advantage ferves

For a fair vidory.

ScA. Let us fcore their backs.

And fnatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind

;

'Tis fport to maul a runner.

Anr, I will reward thee

Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

* blowes my
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For thy good valour. Come thee on.

ScA. I'll halt after. {^Exeunt.

SCENE VIII. Gates of Alexandria.

Enter Antony, 7narching ; Scarus, and Forces,

^Nr. We have beat him to his camp ;^Run one before,

And let the queen know of our gefts :__ To-morrow,
Before the fun fhall fee us, Vv'e'll fpill the blood

That has to-day efcap'd. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you ; and have fought,

Not as you ferv'd the cause, but as 't had been

Each man's like mine ; you have all fhewn ^ou HeBors,

Enter the city, clip your v/ives, your friends.

Tell them your feats ; whilft they with joyful tears

Wafh the congealment from your wounds, and kifs

The honoured gafhes whole G ive me thy hand ; [to Sea.

E Titer Cleopatra, atHnded.

To this great fairy I'll commend thy a6ls,

Make her thanks blefs thee. _ O thou day o' the world.

Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap .thou, attire and all,

Through proof of harnefs to my heart, and there

Ride on the pants triumphing.

Ci£. Lord of lords,

O infinite virtue, com'fl thou fmiling from

The world's great fnare uncaught ?

Ant:, My nightingale,

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl? though grey

Do fomething mingle with our brown ; yet have we
A brain that nourifhes our nerves, and can

Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man,
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ;

Kifs it, my warrior: — he hath fought to-day.

7 guefls our younger brown 3i favouring
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As If a god, in hate of mankind, had

Dellroy'd in fuch a fhape.

Cle. I'll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold ; it was a king's.

AiJr, He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncPd

Like holy Phcehus' car.\_Giv^e me thy hand;
Through Alexmidria make a jolly march

;

Bear our hackt targets like the men that owe them

;

Had our great palace the capacity

To camp this hoft, we all would fup together;

And drink carouses to the next day's fate,

Which promises royal peril— Trumpeters,
With brazen din blaft you the city's ear

;

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ;

That heaven and earth may llrike their founds together.

Applauding our approach. \FlcuriJh. Exeunt.

SCENE IX. Out-Jkirts of Cxsar'j Camp,

Sentinels upon their Pofls, Enter Enobarbus.
3. S. If we be not reliev'd within this hour.

We muft return to the court of guard : The night

Is fhiny ; and, they fay, we fliall embattle

By the fecond hour i'the morn.

1 . S. This laft day was

A fhrewd one to us.

Eno, O, bear me witnefs, night,

—

2. S. What man is this ?
"

\. S. Stand clofe, and lift him. "

Eno, Be witnefs to me, o thou blelTed moon.
When men revolted fhall upon record

Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did

Before thy face repent.
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3. S, Enoharbus !
'\

2. S, "Peace ; hark further.
"

Eno, O fovereign miftrefs of true melancholy,

The poisonous damp of night difpunge upon me ;

That life, a very rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart

Againft the flint and hardnefs of my fault

;

Which, being dry'd with grief, will break to powder,
And finifh all foul thoughts. O Antony^

Nobler than my revolt is infamous.

Forgive me in thine own particular ;

But let the world rank me in regiiler \

A mafter-leaver, and a fugitive :

O Antony ! o Antony ! \dies,

1. "Let's fpeak to him."

3. 6*. " Let's hear him furtijer, for the things he fpeaks"

May concern Casar. "

2. "Let's do fo. But he fleeps."

3. iS, " Swoons rather ; for fo bad a prayer as his"
" Was never yet for lleep.

"

1 . S, Go we to him.

2. Awake, fir, \to Eno.

Awake ; fpeak to us.

1.5. Hear you, fir? [Jhaking him,

5. S, The hand
Of death hath raught him. [Drum afar off.

Hark, how the drums demurely wake the fleepers

:

Let's bear him to the court of guard; he is

Of note : our hour is fully out.

2. 5. Come on then

;

He may recover yet. [Exeunt ivith the Body,
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SCENE X. Hills ^without the City.

Enter Antony, ^WScarus, nKiiih Forces, marching.

JtJT, Their preparation is to-day for fea;

We please them not by land.

ScA. For both, my lord.

Ant, I would, they'd fight i'the fire, or i'the air;

We'd fight there too. But this it is, Our foot,

Upon the hills adjoining to the city,

Shall ftay with us : order for fea is given

;

They have put forth the haven : H^te on,

Where their appointment we may bell difcover.

And look on their endeavour. \_Exeunt^

Enter CiESAR, and his Forces^ marching.

Cms. But being charg'd, we will be ftill by land,

Which, as I take 't, we lhall ; for his beft force

Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales,

And hold our bell advantage. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Ai^TOTS!Y, and ScAKVs, [ftand,

JNT. Yet they're not join'd : Where yonder pine does

I lhall difcover all : I'll bring thee word
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [Exit Antony.

Scj4. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's fails their nefls : the augurers

Say, they know not, they cannot tell ; look grimly.

And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony

Is valiant, and dejeded ; and, by ftarts,

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear.

Of what he has, and has not. [Shouts afar off.

Re-enter Antony, hajlily,

ANr. All is loft ;

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me :

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder

3 day by Sea *9 yond Pine ^3 Auguries
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They caft their caps up, and carouse together

Like friends long loft— Triple-turn'd whore! *tis thou
Haft fold me to this novice ; and my heart

Makes only wars on thee.— Bid them all fly;

For when I am reveng'd upon my charm,

I have done all ; Bid them all fly, be gone.

\Exit SCARUS,
O fun, thy up-rise fliall T fee no more

:

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here

Do we fliake hands. All come to this ? The hearts

That fpaniePd me at heels, to whom I gave

Their wiihes, do difcandy, melt their fweets

On bloflbming C^sar ; and this pine is bark'd.

That over-top'd them all. Betray'd I am :

(O this falfe foil of Egypt!) This grave charm, —
Whose eye beck'd forth my Vv^ars, andcall'd them home;
Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,

—

Like a right gipfy? hath, at faft and loofe,

Beguil'd me to the very heart of lofs.

What, Eros, Eros !—
Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou fpell ! Avant.

Cle. Why is my lord enrag'd againft his love ?

Axit. Vanifli ; or I fliall give thee thy deserving,

And blemifh Caesars triumph. Let him take thee.

And hoift thee up to the fliouting Plebeians :

Follow his chariot, like the greateft fpot

Of all thy fex ; moft monfter-like, be fliewn

For poor'ft diminutives, for doits ; and let

Patient OSia^via plough thy visage up \^ont^—
With her prepared nails. \Exit Cle.] 'Tis wellthou'rt

If it be well to live : But better 'twere,

" panndled »5 Soule *9 Dolts
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Thou fell'll into my fury ; for One death

Might have prevented many Erosy ho ! —

.

The Ihirt of Neffus is upon me : Teach me,
Jlcides, thou mine anceftor, thy rage :

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o'the moon ;

And with those hands that grafp'd theheavieft club

Subdue my worthieft felf. The witch lhall dye ;

To the Roman boy Ihe hath fold me, and I fall

Under this plot: fhe dies for't.— ^roj, ho! \Exit,

SCENE XI. Alexandria. J Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian.
Cx£. Help me, my women : O, he is more mad

Than Telamon for his Ihield ; the boar o^TheJfaly

Was never fo imbofl.

Cha. To the monument

;

There lock yourfelf, and fend him word you are dead.

The foul and body rive not more in parting,

Than greatnefs going off.

Cxr. To the monument:
Marxian, go tell him I have flain myfelf;

Say, that the laft I fpoke was, Antony^

And word it, pr'ythee, piteoufly : Hence, Marxian ;

Andbringmehow he takesmy death To the monument.

SCENE XII. rhe fame. Another Room,

Enter Antony, and Eros.
Asr, thou yet behold'll me ?

Ero. Ay. noble lord.

ANr, Sometime, we fee a cloud that's dragonifli

;

A vapour, fometime, like a bear, or lion,

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

^ the young Roman 22. toward
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A forked mountain, or blue promontory
With trees upon't, that nod unto the wind.

And mock our eyes with air: Thou haft feen these figns;

They are black vefper's pageants ?

Ero, Ay, my lord.

jNr, That, which is now a horfe, even with a thought
The rack diflimns ; and makes it indiftindl,

As water is in water.

Ero. It does, my lord.-

Jnt. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is

Even fuch a body : here [ am Antony ;

Yet cannot hold this visible lhape, my knave.

I made these wars for Fgypt: and the queen, —
Whose heart, I thought, I had, for fhe had mine

;

Which, whilft it was mine, had annext unto't

A million more, now loft,— Ihe, Eros, has

Pack*d cards with Casar, and falfe-play'd my glory

Unto an enemy's triumph.

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us

Ourfelves to end ourfelves O, thy vile lady I

Enter Mardian.
She has rob'd me of my fword.

Mar. No, Antony ;

My miftrefs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingl'd

With thine entirely.

Akt, Hence, faucy eunuch ; peace ;

Sh« hath betrayed me, and ftiall dye the death.

Mar. Death of one perfon can be pay'd but once;

And that ftie hath difcharg'd : What thou would'ft do
Is done unto thy hand ; the laft fhe fpake

Was, Antony ! moft noble A?Jtony !

Then in the midft a tearing groan did break

* the world,
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The name of Jntotiy ; it was divided

Between her heart and lips : fhe render'd life.

Thy name fo bury'd in her.

Jnt. Dead then ?

M^K, Dead.

JnT. Unarm me, Eros ; the long day's tafk is done,

And we muft fleep : ^ That thou depart'ft hence fafe.

Does pay thy labour richly ; Go. [Exit Mar.] Pluck off

The fevenfold Ihield of JJax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my fides

!

Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent.

Crack thy frail cafe ! — Apace, Eros, apace

No more a foldier : Bruised pieces, go

;

You have been nobly born.— From me a while.

[Exit Eros,
T will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and

Weep for my pardon. So it muft be, for now
All length is torture ; fince the torch is out.

Lye down, and ftray no farther : Now all labour

Marrs what it does ; yea, very force entangles

Itfelf with ftrength : Seal then, and all is done
Eros /^1 come, my queen : Eros f ^Stay for me :

Where fouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand

;

And with our fprightly port make the ghofts gaze ;

Di^/o and her JEveas fhall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours— Come, Eros, Eros,

Re-enter Eros.
Ero, What would my lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra dy'd,

T have liv'd in fuch difhonour, that the gods
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fword

Quarter'd the wo^rld, and o'er green Neptimeh hz^k

» Go.
I
Off; plucke
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With (hips made cities, condemn myfelf, to lack

The courage of a woman ; lefs noble-mindeti

Than fhe, which, by her death, our C^j/^r tells,

I am conqueror of myfelf. Thou art fworn, Erosy

That, when the exigent fliould come, (which now
Is come, indeed) when I fhould fee behind me
The inevitable profecution of

Difgrace and horror, that, on my comniand,

Thou then would'ft kill me : do't, the time is come

:

Thou ftrik'il not me, 'tis Ccesar thou defeat'ft.

Put colour in thy cheek.

Ero, The gods withhold me !

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts.

Though enemy, loll aim, and could not ?

Ai^r, Eros,

Would'il thou be window'd in great Rome^ and fee

Thy mafler thus ~[" with pleach'd arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd

To penetrative fhame ; whil'll the wheeled feat

Of fortunate Ctesar, drawn before him, branded

His bafenefs that enfu'd ?

Ero, T would not fee't.

Ai^r. Come then ; for with a wound T muft be cur'd.

Draw that thy honell fword, which thou haft worn
Moft ufefui for thy country.

Ero, O, fir, pardon me.

Aur. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not then

To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once ;

Or thy precedent fervices are all

But accidents unpurposM. Draw, and come.

Ero, Turn from me then that noble countenance,

Wherein the worfliip of the whole world lyes.
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^iVr. Lo thee. [turning aivay his Face,

Ero, My fword is drawn.

jNi". Then let it do at once

The thing why thou haft drawn it.

Ero. My dear mafter.

My captain, and my emperor, let me fay.

Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel.

Ant". 'Tis faid, man ; and farewel.

Ero, Farewel, great chief. Shall I ftrike now ?

JNt, ISi ow, Eros. [do efcape the forrow

Er 0 , Why, there then : [falling on his S^ord.] Thus I

Of Antony % death.

^ivr. Thrice nobler than myfelf

!

Thou teacheft me, o valiant Eros^ what
I ftiould, and thou could'ft not. My queen and Eros

Have, by their brave inftruftion, got upon me
A noblenefs in record : But I will be

A bride - groom in my death, and run into't [and, Eros^

As to a lover's .bed. Come then ; [takingY^xo^'' S<wor(f\

Thy mafter dies thy fcholar ; to do thus [running on it.

I learnt of thee. How I not get dead ? not dead ?

Enter Guard, /a;/^^' Dercetas.
The guard ? how ! O, difpatch me.

1 . G. What's the noise ? [end
Ant:, I have done my work ill, friends ; O, make an

Of what I have begun.

2. G. The ftar is fallen.

I. G. And time is at his period,

all, Alas, and woe !

^ATT. Let him, that loves me, ftrike me dead.

1 . G. Not I,

2. G. Nor I.

Vol. VIIL N
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3. G. Nor any one. Guard,
£)£jj. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This fword ~|~ but fhewn to C^sar, with this tidings,

Shall enter me with him.

Enter DiOMEDi,
Dro, Whereas Jntony?

Der. There, Diomedf, there.

Dio, Lives he ? Wilt thou not anfwer, man ?

[Exit Dercetas, oyzVi' tl^e S^word.

Ant, Art thou there, Diomde? Draw thy fword, and
Sufficing ftrokes for death. [give me

Dio. Moft abfolote lord,

My miftrefs Cleopatra fent me to thee.

Ji^r, When did fhe fend thee?

Dio, Now, my lord.

^Nr. W^here is fhe ? [fying fear

Djo, Lock'd in her monument. She had a prophe-

Of what hath come to pafs : for when Ihe faw

(Which never lhall be found) you did fufpe6l

She had difpos'd with Ceesar^ and that your rage

Would not be purg'd, fhe fent you word flie was dead

;

But, fearing fince how it might work, hath fent

Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,

I dread, too late. [thee.

Am:, Too late, good Diomede ; Call my guard, I pr'y-

Dio. What ho, the emperor's guard ! The guard, what
Enterfome of the Guard. [ho !

Come, your lord calls.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatrahidts
;

'Tis the lail: fervice that I fhall command you.

I . G. Woe are we, fir, you may not live to wear

All your true followers out.

3' Woe, woe are
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alL Moft heavy day

!

-^jvr. Nay, good my fellows, do not please fharp fate

To grace it with your forrows : bid that welcome
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up :

I have led you oft ; carry me now, good friends.

And have my thanks for all. \Exeunt^ bearing Antony,

SCENE XIII. The fame, A Monument.

Enter, at a JVindonjj, aho've, Cleopatra,
Charmian, <2WIras.

Cle. O Charmian, I will never go from hence.

Cha, Be comforted, dear madam.
Cle. No, I will not

:

All ftrange and terrible events are welcome.
But comforts we defpise ; our fize of forrow,

Proportion'd to our cause, muft be as great

Enter Diomede.
As that which makes it. ^How now ? is he dead ?

DiQ, His death's upon him, but not dead. Lookout
O' the other fide your monument, — But fee,

His guard have brought him hither.

Enter Antony, born by the Guards

Cle. O fun, fuit,

Burn the great fphere thou mov'll.in ! darkling (land

The varying fhore o'the world ! — O Antony,

Antony, Antony! Charmian, help; help, Iras i

Help, friends below; let's draw him hither.

ANr, Peace :

Not Cesar's valour hath o'er-thrown Antony^

But Antony*^ hath triumphed on itfelf.

Cle, So it fliould be, that none but Antony

^7 Helpe Charmian, heipe lra% helpe: hslpe Friend?

N 2
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Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis fo !

Ant:. I am dying, Egypt, dying; only get

I here importune death a while, until

Of many thousand kifTes the poor laft

I lay upon thy lips : ^ome ti0lDn*

Cx£. I dare not,

(Dear, dear my lord, ^our pardon tl)at I dare not)

Left I be taken : not the imperious Ihev/

Of the full-fortun'd Cttsar ever lhall

Be brooch'd with me ; if knives, drugs, ferpents, have'

Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe :

Your wife with her modeft eyes,

And ftill conclusion, fhall acquire no honour

Demuring upon me But come, come, Antony,

Help me, my women, — we muft draw thee up ;

Affift, good friends. [Cleopatra, and her WoTnen^

throw out certain Tackle, into tvhich the People

below put Antony, and he is drawn up.

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone.

Cle. Here's fport, indeed I How heavyweighsmy lord ?

Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs,

That makes the weight : Had I great Juno\ power,

The ftrong-wi ng'd M^rrar;; Ihould fetch thee up,

x'^nd fet thee by Jcve^s fide. Yet come a little,
—

Wifhers were ever fools ;
— o, come, come, come;

And welcome, welcome! dye, where thou haft liv'd

:

Quicken with kifTmg ; had my lips that power.

Thus would I "f wear them out.

alL A heavy fight!

Ant, I am dying, Egypt, dying :

Give me fome wine, and let me fpeak a little.

Cle, No, let me fpeak ; and let me rail fo high.

*^ Knife, when thou
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That the falfe huswife fortune break her wheel,

Provok'd by my offence.

v^ivr. One word, fweet queen :

Of C^sar feek your honour, with your fafety. O !

Cle, They do not go together.

JNT.J Gentle, hear me :
*

None about Ccesar truft, but Proculeius,

Cle, My resolution, and my hands, Til truft.

None about Ccesar^

Ant, The miserable change now at my end
Lament nor forrow at : but please your thoughts.

In feeding them with those my former fortunes

Wherein I liv'd ; the greateft prince o'the world,

The nobleft : and do now not bafely dye.

Mot cowardly put off my helmet ; to

My countryman, a Roman by a Roman
Valiantly vanquifh'd. Now my fpirit is going,

I jcan no more. \^Jinks,

Cle. Nobleft of men, wou't dye ?

Haft thou no care of me ? fhall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy abfenceis

No better than a fty ?^0, fee, my women, [Ant. dies.

The crown o' the earth doth melt :—My lord !

p, wither'd is the garland of the war,

Thefoldier's pole is fclFn; young boys, and girls.

Are level now with men : the odds is gone,

And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon.

Cha, O, quietnefs, lady. [Cleopatra fwoons,
Ira. She is dead too, our fovereign.

Cha. Lady,

—

Ira. Madam,—

*5 V. Note*
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Cea. O madam, madam; madam!
Ira. Royal Egypt

!

Emperefs f

Cha, Peace, peace, Iras. [/^^^^g recouer^^

Cle. No more but e'en a woman ; and commanded
By fuch poor paffion, as the maid that milks,

And does the meanefl: chares. It were for me.
To throw my fcepter at the injurious gods ;

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs,

'Xill they had lloFn our jewel. AlPs but naught;
Patience is fottifh ; and impatience does

Become a dog that*s mad : Then is it fin,

To rufh into the fecret houfe of death.

Ere death dare come to us ? How do you, women?
What, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, Charmian ?

My noble girls!— Ah, women, women \ look,

Our lamp is fpent, it's out : Good firs, take heart :

We'll bury him : and then, what's brave, what's noble.

Let's do it after the high Roman fafhion.

And make death proud to take us. Come, away :

This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold.

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend

But resolution, and the briefeilend.

\Exeunt ; those abo've bearing offthe Body.

ACT V.
SCENE I. C^z^/ /^^or^ Alexandria, [nas,

, Enter C^sar, w/V^ Dol abell a, Agrippa, Mec-^:-

Gallus, Proculeius, and Others,

CyS5. Go to him, Dolabellay bid him yield ;

5 but in a
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Being fo fruftratet!, tell him, he mocks
I'he pauses that he makes.

DoL, C/!esary I fliall, [^xit Dolabella.
Enter Dercetas, ^ith Antony 'j- Snvord,

C^s, Wherefore is that? and what art thou, that dar'ft

Appear thus to us ?

Der. I am caird Dercetas \

Mark Antcny I ferv'd, who beft was worthy

Beft to be ferv'd : whilft he flood up, and fpoke.

He was my matter ; aj;id I wore my life,

To fpend upon his haters : If thou please

To take me to thee, as I was to him
I'll be to Ccesar ; if thou pleaseft not,

I yield thee up my life.

C^s. What is't thou fay 'ft ?

Der.\ fay, o C^sar, Antony is dead.

Cm^, The breaking of fo great a thing fhould make
A greater crack in nature : the round world

Should have fhook lions into civil ftreets,

And citizens to their dens : The death of Antony

Is not a fmgle doom ; in that name lay

A moiety of the world,

Z)£i?. He is dead, Caesar;

Not by apublick minifter ofjuftice,

Nor by a hired knife ; but that felf hand.

Which writ his honour in the a6ls it did.

Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it,

Splitted the heart itfelf* This "f is his fword,

I rob'd his wound of it ; behold it flain'd

With his moil noble blood.

C^s. Look you fad, friends?

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings

^ ^ in the name
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To wafli the eyes of kings.

j^GR, And llrange it is^

That nature mull compell us to lament
Our moil persifled deeds.

Mec. His taints and honours

Weigh'd equal with him.

Agr, a rarer fpirit never

Did fleer humanity : but you, gods, will give us

Some faults to mark us men. Ct^saris touch'd.

Mec, When fuch afpacious mirror*s fet before him.

He needs mull fee himfelf.

Cms, O Antony!

I have follow'd thee to this ; — But we do launch

Diseases in our bodies. I muft perforce

Have fhewn to thee fuch a declining day.

Or look on thine ; we could not flail together

Jn the whole world: But yet let me lament.

With tears as fovereign as the blood of hearts.

That thou, my brother, my competitor

In top of all defign, my mate in empire,

Friend and companion in the front of war.

The arm of mine own body, and the heart

Where mine his thoughts did kindle,— that our flars,

Unreconciliable, fhould divide

Ourequalnefs to this.— Hear me, good friends,-^

Enter a MefTenger.

But I will tell you at fome meeter feason

;

The businefs of this man looks out of him.

We'll hear him what he fays.—.Whence are you, (ir ?

Mef. A ^oor Egyptian : The queen my miflrefs,

Confin'd in all fhe has, her monument,
Of thy intents desires inllrudion

;

" Del And ^ wag'd equal ^ Dola, A 9 to make us 3o yet, the
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That fhe preparedly may frame herfclf

To the way fhe's forc'd to.

C^s. Bid her have good heart

;

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of ours,

How honourably and how kindly we
Determin'd fjatie for her : for Casar cannot

Leave to be gentle.

Me/, So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit MefTenger.

C^s, Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and fay

We purpose lier no lhame : give her what comforts

The quality of her palTion fhall require;

Left, in her greatnefs, by fome mortal ftroke

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome
Would be eternaling our triumph : Go,
And, with your fpeedieft, bring us what Ihe fays,

And how you find of her.

Pro, Ceesavy I lhall. \Exit Proculeius.
Cj^s, Galius, go you along, [ExitGsLlL] Where's

To fecond Procu/elus P [lamella,

all, Dolabella

!

C/EB. Let him alone, for I remember now
How he's employ'd ; he fhall in time be ready.

Go with me to my teut : where you fhall fee.

How hardly I was drawn into this v/ar

;

How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill

Jn all my writings : Go with me, and fee

What I can fhew in this. \P,xeunt.

SCENE IJ, Alexandria. A Room in the Monument,

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, ^2;^^ Iras.

Cx£. My defolation does begin to make
A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Ccesar ^

S honourable
J

^ Determine ^ be ungentle eternalHn
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Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,

A miniller of her will; And it is great

To do that thing that ends all other deeds ;

Which fhackles accidents,. and bolts up change;
Which fleeps, and never palates more the dung.

The beggar's nurfe and C^sar^s,

Enter Proculeius^ and G al 1 us , ^'ith Soldiers9

to the Door of the Monument, without

»

Pro, Caesar fends greeting to the queen of Egypt ;

And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands
Thou mean'ft to have him grant thee,

Cz£. What's thy name?
Pro, My name is Proculeius,

Cle. Antony

Did tell me of you, bad me truft you ; but

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd.

That have no ufe for trufting. If your mafter

Would have a queen his beggar, you mull tell him.

That majefty, to keep decorum, mull

No lefs beg than a kingdom : if he please

To give me conquer'd Egypt for my fon.

He gives me fo much of mine own, as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro, Be of good cheer;

You are fall'n into a princely hand, fear nothing

:

Make your full reference freely to my lord,

Who is fo full of grace, that it flows over

On all that need : Let me report to him
Your fweet dependancy ; and you lhall find

A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindnefs.

Where he for grace is kneel'd to.

Cx£. Pray you, tell hin>
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T am his fortune's vaflal, and T fend him
The greatnefs he has got. I hourly learn

A doftrine of obedience ; and would gladly

Look him i'the face.

Pro, This Fll report, dear lady.

Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pity'd

Of him that caus'd it. jFare ^ou toell*— il}ar&, 'c5aUu0
1"

" You fee, how easily Ihe may be furpriz'd
;

"

Guard her 'till Casar come." [£';f/> Proculeius*
Gallus maintains Con^verfe nvitb Cleopatra.

Re-enter^ into the Monument^ from behind^

Proculeius, and Soldiers^ hajiily .

Ira. ^ royal queen I

Cha, O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen !

Ci£. Quick, quick, good hands, [^dra^ing a Dagger,

Pro, Hold, worthy lady, hold : Ij^^jing her,

Po not yourfelf fuch wrong ; who are in this

Relieved, but not betray'd.

Cz£. What, of death too.

That rids our dogs of languifh ?

Pro, Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my mailer's bounty, by
The undoing of yourfelf : let the world fee

His noblenefs well adled, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cle, Where art thou, death?

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen
Worth many babe§ and beggars 1

Pro, O, temperance, lady.

CiE, Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, fir;

If idle talk Vv'ill once be necelTary,

I'll not fpeak neither : this mortal houfe I'll ruin.

3* not fleepe neither
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Do C^sar what he can. Know, fir, that I

Will not wait pinion'd at your mailer's court;

Nor once be chaftis'd with the fober eye

Of dull Oda^uia, Shall they hoifl me up.

And flievv me to the fhouting varletry

Of cenfuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt

Be gentle grave unto me ; rather on Nilus' mud
Lay me ftark naked, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ; rather make
My country's high pyramides my gibbet,

And hang nie up in chains.

Pro, You do extend

These thoughts of horror farther than you fhall

Find cause for it in Casar,

£'«/fr DOLABELL A.

Z)ox,. ProculeiuSf

What thou haft done thy mafter C^sar knows.

And he hath fent for thee : as for the queen,

I'll take her to my guard.

Pro, So, Dolabella,

It fiiall coi\tent me bell : be gentle to her.—
To Casar I will fpeak what you fhall please.

If you'll employ me" to him.

Cle, Say, I would dye.

\Exeiint Proculeius, and SolaierSt

DoL, Moll noble emprefs, you have heard of me ?

C^jB. I cannot tell.

DoL. AfTuredly, you know me.
Cle, No matter, fir, what I have heard, or known.

You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams j

Is't not your trick ?

DoL, I underiland not, madam.
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Czf. I dreamt there was an emperor

O, fuch another fleep ! that I might fee

But fuch another man.
DoL. If it might please you,—
CxE. His face was as the heavens ; and therein ftuck

h fun, and moon ; which kept their courfe, and lighted

The little o o'the earth.

DoL. Mod fovereign creature,—

Cle, His legs bedrid the ocean ; his rearM arm
Crefted the world : his voice was property'd

As all the tuned fpheres, when that to friends
;

But when he meant to quail and fliake the orb,

He was as rattling thunder. } or his bounty,

There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas.

That grew the more by reaping : His delights

Were dolphin-like ;
they fhevv'd his back above

The element they liv'd in : In his livery

Walk'd crowns, and crownets \ realms and islands were
As plates dropt from his pocket.

DoL. Cleopatra,
—

Cle. Think you, there was, or might be, fuch a man
As this I dreamt of?

DoL, Gentle madam, no.

Cle, You lye, up to the hearing of the gods.

But, if there be, or ever were, one fuch,

It's pall the fize of dreaming : Nature wants llufF

To vye ftrange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainft fancy,

Condemning fhadows quite.

DoL. Hear me, good madam:
Your lofs is as yourfelf, great ; and you bear it

As anfvvering to the weight : 'Would I might never

Spheres, and that An Anthony \l vfdi^^ ^5 be, nor ever
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O'er-take purfu'd fuccefs, but I do feel,

By the rebound of yours, a grief that fmites

My very heart at root.

Cle, I thank you, Hr.

Know you, what Casar means to do with me ?

DoL, I am loth to tell you what I would you knew.
Cle. Nay, pray you, fir:

DoL, Though he be honourable,~
Cle, He'll lead nie in triumph :

DoL, Madam, he will ; I know it.

'ix'ithin. Make way there, — C^sar.

Enter C^sar, and Train of Romans,
and Seleucus.

C/E^, Which is the queen of Egypt?

DoL, It is the emperor, madam.
Cms, Arise, you fhall not kneel : [to Cle. raiding her.

I pray you, rise; rise, Egypt,

Ci E . Sir, the gods

Will have it thus ; my mafter and my lord

I muft obey.

Cms, Take to you no hard thoughts :

The record of what injuries you did us.

Though written in our flelh, we lhali remember
As things but done by chance.

Cl e , Sole fir o'the world,

I cannot proje6l mine own cause fo well

To make it clear ; but do confefs, I have

Been laden with like frailties, which before

Have often fham*d our fex.

Cms, Cleopatra, know.

We will extenuate rather than enforce :

If you apply yourfelf to our intents,

* fuites 2 me then in

I
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(Which towards you are moft gentle) you fhall find

A benefit in this change : but if you feek

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking

Antonys courfe, you fliall bereave yourfelf

Of my good purposes, and put your children

To that deftrudion which Ml guard them from.

If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. [we^

Cx£. And may, through all the world : 'tis yours; and
Your 'fcutcheons, and your figns of conquefl, fhall

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord.

C^5. You fhail advise me in all for Cleopatra,

Cle, 7'his is the brief of money, plate, and jewels,

I am possefi: of : 'tis exactly valu'd ;

Not petty things omitted. ^Where's SeleucusP

Sel. Here, madam.
Cle. This is my treasurer; let him fpeak, my lord.

Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd

To myfelf nothing. Speak the truth, Sekucus,

Sel, Madam,
I had rather feal my lips, than, to my peril,

Speak that which is not.

Cl e . What have I kept back ^

Sel, Enough topurchafewhat you have made known,
C^s, Nay, bluih not, Cleopatra, I approve

Your wisdom in the deed.

Cle. See, Caesar! o, behold.

How pomp is follow'd I mine will now be yours ;

And, fnould we ihift eftates, yours would be mine.

The ingratitude of this Sekucus does

Even make me wiid:_0 Have, of no more truft

Than love that's hir'd 1 What, go'il thou back ? thou llialt

Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes,

'4 admitted
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Though they had wings : Slave, foul-lefs villain, dog \

O rarely bafe 1 {.fiy^^g

CyEs, Good queen, let us intreat you. [interposing,

Cle, O Casar, what a wounding (hame is this

;

That thou vouchfafing here to visit me,
Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs

To one fo mean, that mine own fervant Ihould

Parcel the fum of my difgraces by
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Casar,

That I fome lady trifles have reserved,

Immoment toys, things of fuch dignity

As we greet modern friends withal ; and fay.

Some nobler token I have kept apart

For Liuia, and Oda^iti, to induce

Their mediation ; muft I be unfolded

Of one that I have bred ? The gods ! It fmites me
Beneath the fall I have, Pr'ythee, go hence

;

Or I fhall fliew the cinders of my fpirits

Through the afhes of my chance : Wert thou a man.
Thou would'll have mercy on me.

CyEs. Forbear, Seleucus, [Exit ^elexjcvs,
Cle. Beit known, that we, thegreateft, aremifthought

For things that others do ; and, when we fall.

We anfwer others' merits : in our name
Are therefore to be pity'd.

Cms, Cleopatra^

Not what you have reserved, nor what acknowledged.

Put we i'the roll of conquell : ftill be it yours,

Bellow it at your pleasure ; and believe,

Casar^s no merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that merchants fold. Therefore becheer'd ;

Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen

;

7 fo meeke, With one
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For we intend fo to dlfpose you, as

Yourfelf fhall give us counfel. Feed, and fleep :

Our care and pity is fo much upon you.

That we remain your friend; And fo, adieu.

Cle, My mafter, and my lord,—
Not fo: Adieu.

[Exeunt C^SAR, DoLABELLA, andTrahu
Cl e . He words me, girls, he words me, that I fhould not

Be noble to myfelf : But hark thee, Charmian,

Ira. Finifh, good lady; the bright day is done,

And we are for the dark.

Cle. Hye thee again :

I have fpoke already, and it is provided ;

Go, put it to the hafte.

Cha, Madam, I will. f^^^^^^
Re-enter DoLA'QEh'L A,

DoL, Where is the queen ?

Cha» Behold, fir. [^;f/V Ch ar mi an.

Cle. DoIabellaP 1

DoL. Madam, as thereto fworn by your command.
Which my love makes religion to obey,

I tell you this : Ccesar through Syria

Intends his journey ; and, within three days,

You with your children will he fend before :

Make your befl ufe of this : I have perform'd

Your pleasure, and my promise.

Cle. Dolabella,

I fhall remain your debtor.

Z)oi. T your fervant.

Adieu, good queen ; I muft attend on Casar,

Cle. Farewel, and thanks. [i?Ar?V DoL abella.
Now, Iras, what think'ft thou ?

Vol. Vin. O
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Thou, an Egyptian puppet, fhalt be fhewn
In Romey as well as I : mechanick Haves,

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, fhall

Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths.

Rank of grofs diet, fhall we be enclouded.

And forc'd to drink their vapour.

In. A, The gods forbid !

Cx£. Nay, 'tis moft certain, Iras : Saucy lidors

Will catch at us, like flrumpets ; and fcald rimers

Ballad us out o'tune : the quick comedians

Extemporally will ftage us, and present

Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee

Some fqueaking Cleopatra boy my greatnefs

I'the pofture of a whore.

Ira. O the good gods

!

Cle, Nay, that's certain.

Ira* ril never fee't ; for, I am fure, my nails

Are ftronger than mine eyes.

Cx£. Why, that's the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer

Their mod afTur'd intents. Now, Charmian?^
Re-enter C H a R m i a N

.

Shew me, my women, like a queen ;__-Go fetch

My beil attires ; _ I am again for Cydnus,

To meet Mark Antony : — Sirrah, Irasy go.—
Now, noble Cl?armian, we'll difpatch indeed :

And, when thou haft done this chare, I'll give thee leave

To play 'till dooms-day.^ Bring our crown and all.

[Exit Iras. Charmian /alls to adjujl-

ing Cleopatra's Drefs. Noise ^vithin.

Wherefore's this noise ?

»^ abfurd
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Enter one ofthe Guard.

Qua, Here is a rural fellow,

That will not be deny'd your highnefs' presence ;

He brings you figs. [inftrument

Cl£. Let him come in. [£;f// Guard,] How poor an

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty.

My resolution's placed, and I have nothing

Of woman in me : Now from head to foot

I am marble-conftant : new the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guard, ^xvith a Clown.

Gua, This is the man.
Clz. Avoid, and leave him. \Exit Guard.

Haft thou the pretty worm ot Ntlus there,

That kills and pains not

:

Clo, Truly, I have him : but T would not be the

party that Ihould desire you to touch him, for his biting

is immortal ; those, that do dye of it, do feldom or never

recover.

Cle. Remember'ft thou any that hav^e dy'd on't?

Clo, Very many, men and women too. I heard of
one of them no longer than yefterday : a very honeft

woman ; but fomething given to lye; as a woman fhould

not do, but in the way of honefty : how fhe dy'd of the

biting of it, what pain fhe felt, —Truly, fhe makes a

very good report o' the worm : But he that will be-

lieve all that they fay, fhall never be faved by half that

they do : But this is moil fallible, the worm's an odd
worm.

Ci.E, Get thee hence ; farewel. [Bajket,

Clo. I wifli you all joy of the worm, [fittivgdcivnhis

Cle. FareweL

O 2
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CIo, You muft think this, look you, that the worm
will do his kind.

Cle, Ay, ay; farewel.

Clo, Look you, the worm is not to be trufled, but

in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no
goodnefs in the worm.

Cle. Take thou no care ; it fhall be heeded.

Clo, Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, for it

is not worth the feeding.

Cle, Will it eat me?
Clo, You muil not think I am fo fimple, but I know

the devil himfelf will not eat a woman : I know, that

a woman is a difh for the gods, if the devil diefs her

not. But, truly, these fame whorefon devils do the gods

great harm in their women; for in every ten that they

make, the devils mar five.

Cle, Well, get thee gone ; farewel.

Clo. Yes, forfooth ; I wifh youjoy ofthe worm. \^Exit.

Re-enter Iras, nfjith Robe^ &c.

Cle, Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have

Immortal longings in me : Now no more
The juice of Egypt's grape fliall moill this lip

Yare, yare, good Iras-, quick— Methinks, 1 hear

Antony call ; I fee him rouse himfelf

To praise my noble a6l ; I hear him mock
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give mxcn

To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come

:

[Gflfi to a Bed-, or Sopha, 'which Jhe ajcends\ her

Wo7nen compost her on it : Iras the Bajkely ivhich

Jhe has been holding upon her onjjn Arm, ly her.

Now to that name my courage prove my title 1

I am fire, and air; my other elements
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I give to bafer life. — So, have you done ?

Come then, and take the lail- warmth of my Hps,

Farewel, kind Charmiany— Iras, long farewel.

\kijjtng them, Iras falls.

Have I the afpick in my lips ? Doft fall ?

If thou and nature can fo gently part.

The ftroke of death is as a lover's pinch^

Which hurts, and is desir'd. Doll thou lye ftill ?

If thus thou vanifhcft, thou tell'll: the world

It is not worth leave-taking.

Cka, Dissolve, thick cloud*, and rain ; that I may fay,

Xh,^ gods themfelves do weep

!

CiE, This proves me bafe :

If fhe firft meet the curled Antony,

He'll make demand of her ; and fpend that kifs,

Which is my heaven to have Come, mortal wretch,

\to the Ajp ; applying it to her Breajl.

With thy lharp teeth this knot intrinficate

Of life at once untye : poor venomous fool, \Jlirring it.

Be angry, and difpatch. O, could'ft thou fpeakl

That I might hear thee call great Cr^sar, afs,

Unpolicy'd!

Chu^. G eallern flar!

Cle, Peace, peace :

Doll thou not fee my baby at my breafl,

That fucks the nurfe afleep ?

Chj, O, break! o, break!

Cle, As fweet as balm, as foft as air, as gentle"^

O Antony !_ Nay, I will take thee too :

\applying another Afp to her Artn^

What (hould T fray— \^dies,

Cha. Tn this vile v/orld ? So, fare thee well.

'6 Cp^ne thou mortal 3 2 this wilde World

o 3
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Now boaft thee, death; in thy posseffion lyes

A lafs unparallerd._ Downy windows, close;

And golden Phcebus never be beheld
Of eyes again To royal ! Your crown's awry;
ril mend it, and then play.

Enterfome of the Guard.
I. G. Where is the queen ?

Cha. Speak fofcly, wake her not.

1 . G. Casar hath fent—
Cha, Too flow a mefTenger.— \applymg the Afp

^

O, come, apace, difpatch ; I partly feel thee.

1. G. Approach, ho! All's not well: Ccesarh beguird.

2. G. There's Dolabella, fent from C^sar; call him.

1. G. W h atwork is here ?—C/^<am/^z», is this welldone?
Cha, It is well done, and fitting for a princefs

Defcended of fo many royal kings.

Ah, foldier! [dies.

Enter Dolabella.
jDox. How goes it here ?

2. G. All dead.

Z)ci. C^^sar, thy thoughts

Touch their efFeds in this : Thyfelf art coming
To fee performed the dreaded a6l, which thou

So fou<:ht'fl to hinder.

njuithin, A way there, way for Casar !

Enter s a r , and Train,

DoL, Oy fir, you are too fure an augurer;

That you did fear, is done.

C^s. Brav'fl at the lafl

:

She levePd at our purposes, and, being royal,

Tpok her own way. The manner of their deaths ?

I do not fee them bleed.

^ Crownes away, *5 there, a way
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Dot. Who was laft with them ?

\,G. A fimple countryman, that brought her figs;

This
"I"

was his bafket.

Cj^s, Poison'd then.

I . G, O C^sar,

This Charmian liv'd but now ; ihe flood, and Ipake

;

I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead miftrefs ; tremblingly Ihe ftood.

And on the fudden drop*d.

C^s, O noble weaknefs !

If they had fwallow^d poison, 'twould appear

By external fwelling : bat fhe looks like Heep,

As fhe would catch another Antony

In her ftrong toil of grace.

DoL, Here, on her breafl.

There is a vent of blood, and fomething blown:
The like is on her arm.

I , G. I'his is an afpick's trail ; [pointing to the Floor*

And thes€ fig-leaves have flime upon them, fuch

As the afpick leaves upon the caves of Nile,

^C^s. Moil probable.

That fo fhe dy'd : for her physician tells me,
5he hath purfu'd conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to dye— Take up h^r bed ;

And bear her women from the monument
She fhall be bury'd by her Antony :

No grave upon the earth fhall clip in it

A pair fo famous. High events as these

Strike those that make them : and their flory is

No lefs in pity, than his glory, which
Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhall,

Jn folemn Ihew, attend this funeral ;

O 4
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And then to Rome— Come, Dolahella, fee

High order in this great folemnity. \^Exeunr.
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TIMON ^/ AT HENS,

Acr I.

SCENE I. Athens. AHallinT'imon's Houfe,

Entery at federal Doors, Poet, Painter, Jeweller,

Merchant, and di'vers Others^

Poe, Good day, gooti tia^, fir.

Paz, I am glad you are well.

Poe, I have not feen you long ; How goes the world

Pai, It wears, fir, as it grows.

Poe, Ay, that's well known :

But what particular rarity ? what fi^range,

Which manifold record not matches ? See !

Magick of bounty, all these fpirits thy power
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant,

Pai, I know them both; th' other's a jeweller,

Mer, O, 'tis a worthy lord,

Je^. Nay, that's moft fixt.

Mer, A moft incomparable ; breath'd, as it were,

To an untirable and continuate goodnefs

:

He pafTes.

Jew, I have a jevvel here :

'J incomparable man, breath'd



4 Timon of Athens.

Mer, O, pray, let's fee't: For the lord Timoriy fir?

Jenv. If he will touch the eftimate ; But, forthat,-*

Poe, When ivefor recompence ha<ve praised the ^iUy

It fains the glory in that happy njerfe

Which aptly fings the good, [^repeating to himfelf

Mer, 'Tis a good form. [looking on theJew^;eL

Je^iv, And rich : here is a water, look you.

Pai. You are rapt, fir, in fome work, fome dedication

To the great lord.

Poe. A thing flipt idly from me.
Our poefy is as a gum, which iilues

From whence 'tis nouriflied: The fire i'the flint

Shews not, 'till it be llrook ; our gentle flame

Provokes itfelf, and, like the current, flies

Each bound it chafes. What have you "|~ there ?

Pai, A pidure, fir.

9[nti when comes your bock forth ?

Poe, Upon the heels

Of my presentment, fir. Let's fee your piece.

Pai. 'Tis a good piece.

Poe, So 'tis : this comes ofl^ well and excellent.

Pai. Indifferent.

Poe. Admirable: How this grace

Speaks his own fl:anding ? what a mental power
This eye fhoots forth ? how big imagination

Moves in this lip ? to the dumbnefs of the geilure

One might interpret.

Pai. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

Here is a touch ; Is't good ?

Poe. I will fay of it.

It tutors nature : artificial Itrife

Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

" a Gov.'ne^ which ufes '5 chafes
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Enter certaifi Senators, andpafs o<ver,

Pai. How this lord is follow'd!

Poe. The fenatoi s of Athens ;
— Happy man !

Pat, Look, more.

Poe. You fee this confl uence, this great flood ofvisitors.

I have, in this "j" rough work, fhap'd out a man,
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With amplefl entertainment : My free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf

In a wide fea of wax : no level'd malice

Infeds one comma in the courfe I hold

;

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on.

Leaving no traft behind.

Pai, How ftiall 1 underfland you ?

Poe, ril unbolt to you.

You fee, how all conditions, how all minds,

(As well of glib and flippery creatures, as

Of grave and auftere quality) tender down
Their fervices to lord Timon : his large fortune,

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging.

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance

All forts of hearts ; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better

Than to abhor himfelf ; even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace

Mofl rich in Ti?non^s nod.

Pai. I faw them fpeak together.

Poe, Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill

Feign'd fortune to be thron'd : The bafe o'the mount
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures,

That labour on the bosom of this fphere

To propagate their ilates : amongfl them all,

3 fj-^en
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Whose eyes are on this fovereign lady fixt,

One do I peifonate-Df lord Timon's frame,

Whom fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ;

Whose present grace to present flaves and fervant^

Tranflates his rivals.

Pai. 'Tis conceived to fcope.

This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks,

With one man beckon'd from the reft below,

Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount
To climb his happinefs, would be well expreft

In our condition.

Poe, Nay, fir, but hear me on :

All those which were his fellows but of late,

(Some better than his value) on the moment
Follow his ftrides, his lobbies fill with tendance,

Rain facrificial whifperings in his ear,

Make facred even liis ftirrop, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pai, Ay, marry, what of these ?

Poe. When fortune, in her fhift and change of mood,
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants.

Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top.

Even on their knees and hands, let him flip down.
Not one accompanying his dejclining foot.

Pat, 'Tis common :

A thousand moral paintings I can ftiev/,

That ftiall demonftrate these quick blows of fortune

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well.

To fhew lord Timon^ that mean eyes have feen

The foot above the head.

Floiirijh. Enter TiMOfi, attended'. Servant

Ventidius talking ^nth him.

*3 fit downc
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Trjvf. Imprisdn'd is he, fay you ?

Ser. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his debt;

His means moft fhort, his creditors moil ftrait

:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have Ihut him up ; which failing him.

Periods his comfort.

TTM. Noble Ventidius I Well

;

I am not of that feather, to ihake oiF

My friend when he muft need me. I do knov/ him
A gentleman, that well deserves a help.

Which he fhall have : _ I'll pay the debt, and free him.

Ser. Your lordfhip ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to him : I will fend his ranfom ;

And, being enfranchiz'd, bid him come to me :

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

But to fupport him after.— Fare you v/elL

Ser, All happinefs to your honour ! [E.xit,

Enter an old Athenian.

0. A* Lord Timon, hear me fpeak.

Tim, Freely, good father.

0. A, Thou haft a fervant nam'd Lucilius,

TiM, I have fo : What of him ?

e. A, Moll noble Timon, call the man before thee.

Tim, Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius !

Enter Lucilius.
Luc, Here, at your lordfhip's fervice.

0. A, This fellow here, lord Timo7i, this thy creature,

By night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firR have been inclin'd to thrift;

And my eftate deserves an heir more rais'd,

Than one which holds a trencher.

TiM. Well j what further ?

5 failing to him
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0. A, One only daughter have I, no kin elfe,

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o'the youngeft for a bride^

And 1 have bred her at my dearefl coft

In qualities of the beft. This man of thine

Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord.

Join with me to forbid him her resort

;

Myfelf have fpoke in vain.

Tim, The man is honeft.

0. A. Therefore he will be, Timon :

His honefly rewards him in itfelf.

It muft not bear my daughter.

TiM. Does fhe love him ?

o. A, She is young, and apt

:

Our own precedent palTions do inflrud us

What levity's in youth.

TIM' Love you the maid r

Luc, Ay, my good lord, and fhe accepts of it.

0. A. If in her marriage my confent be milTmg,

I call the gods to witnefs, I will choose

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world.

And difpossefs her all.

Tim, How fliall flie be endow'd,

If fhe be mated with an equal husband ?

o, A. Three talents, on the present; in future, all.

Tim, This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long;

To build his fortune, I will llrain a little.

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter

:

What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoise.

And make him weigh with her.

0, A, Moft noble lord.

Pawn me to this your honour, Ihe is his.
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Tni. My hand
"f"

to thee; mine honour on my promise,

Lvc. Humbly I thank your lordfhip : Never may
That ftate or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not Ow'd to. you.

\Exemit LuciLius, and old K\hj^m2L\\.

Poe, Vouchfafe my
"^f

labour, and long live your lord-

fhip. [
presenting his Poem,

TiM, I thank you ; you (hall hear from me anon :

Go not away What have you there, my friend ?

Pai. A piece of painting ; which I do befeech

Your lordfhip to accept. \presentiitg it.

TiM. Painting is welcome.

The painting is almoft the natural man ;

For fince diHionour trafKcks with man's nature.

He is but outfide : these pencil'd iigures are

Even fuch as they give out. I like your work

;

And you lhall find, I like it :. wait attendance

*Till you hear further from me. ,

Pai. The gods preserve you !

Tiu. Well fare you, gentleman : give me your hand;
[/o the Merchant.

We muft needs dine together. Sir, your jewel

Hath fuffer'd under praise.

Je^, What, my lord } difpraise ?

9"IM. A meer fatiety of commendations.
If I fhould pay you for't as 'tis extoPd,

It would unclew me quite.

Jeiv* My lord, 'tis rated

As those, which fell, would give : But you well know^
Things of like value, differing in the ov/ners.

Are prized by their mailers : believe't, dear lord.

You mend the jewel by the wearing It.

Vol. VIU. P
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Tim. Well mock'd.

Mer, No, my good lord ; he fpeaks the common tongue,

Which all men Ipeak with him.

Enter Apemantus.
Tim. Look, who comes here :

Will you be chid ?

Je^, We'll bear it with your lordfhip.

Mer, He'll fpare none.

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Ape?nantus.

Ate. 'Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow.
S@cr» CQfjen toil! tl;at be ? [honeft.

^pe* When thou art Timon % dog, and these knaves

Tim, Why doft thou call them knaves ? thou know'ft

Afe. Are they not AtheniansP [them not.

Tim. Yes.

Ape. Then I repent not. •

JeiAj. You know me, Apemantus.

Ape. Thou know'ft, I do ; I cali'd thee by thy name.
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus.

Ape. Of nothing fo much, as that I am notlike77;w(?«.

Tim. Whither art going ?

Ape. To knock out an honeft Athenian s brains.

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt dye for.

Ape. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.

Tim. How lik'ft thou this "|~ piclure, Apemantus P

Ape. The beft, for the innocence.

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it ?

Ape. He wrought better, that made the painter; and
yet he's but a filthy piece of work.

Pai. You're a dog.

Ape. Thy mother's of my generation ; What's ilie, if

I be a dog ?
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Tjm» Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?

Jfe, No ; I eat not lords.

TiM. An thou fhould'ft, thou'dft anger ladies.

JpE, O, they eat lords ; fo they come by great bellies.

Tim, That's a lafcivious apprehenfion.

JpE, So thou apprehend'!! it ; take it for thy labour.

Tim. Flow doft thou like this "]~ jewel, Jpemantus?
JpE. Notfo well as plain-dealing, which will not coft

a man a doit.

TIM, What doft thou think 'tis worth ?

JpE, Not worth my thinking How now, Poet?
Poe^ How now, philofopher?

v^P£. Thouly'ft.

Poe, Art not one ?

JpE, Yes.

Poe. Then I lye not.

Ape, Art not a poet?

Poe, Yes.

Ape, Then thou ly'ft : look in thy laft wGrk> where
thou haft feign'd him a worthy fellow.

Poe, That's not feign'd, he is fo.

^Ape, Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for

thy labour: He, that loves to be flatter'd, is v/orthy o'the

flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord !

Tim. What would'ft do then, Ape7nantus ?
Ape. E'en as Ape?nanius does now, hate a lord with

my heart.

Tim, What, thyfeif

?

Ape, Ay.
Tim, Wherefore?
Ape. That 1 had fc huiigryawit, to be a lord. _ Art

fiot thou a merchant ?

* caft 3* had nc angry wit

.Pa
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Met\ Ay, u^pemantiis.

Ape, Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not

!

Mer, If traffick do it, the gods do it.

Ape, Traiiick's thy god, and thy god confound thee

!

Trumpet. Enter a Servant.
7"iM. What trumpet's that ?

Ser. 'Tis Alcihiades, and fome X^Ntmy horfe,

All of companionfhip.

Tim. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to us.

[ Exeunt Jo?ne Attendants,

You mud needs dine with me : _.Go not you hence,

'Till I have thank'd you ; and, when dinner's done,

Shew me this piece. ^ I am joyful of your fights.—

Enter Alcibiades, and his Company.

Moft welcome, fir. \_they falute.

Ape, So, fo ; there ! —
Aches contrad and ftarve your fupple joints [ —
That there fhouldbe fmali love 'mongll these fvveet knaves.

And all this courtefy ! The ftrain of man's bred out

Into baboon and monkey.
Alc. Sir, yon have fav'd my longing, and I feed

Moft hungerly on your fight.

Tim. Right welcome, fir :

Ere we depart, we'll fhare a bounteous time

In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

[Exeunt All but Apemantus.
Enter t^o Lords.

1. L. What time of day is't, Apemantui F

Ape. Time to be honefl.

1. L. That time ferves flill.

Ape. The moft accurfed thou, that flill omit'fl it.

2. L* Thou art going to lord Timon^ feait ?

* ^ So, fo j their Aches * ^ amongeft
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yf.P£ . Ay ; to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools.

2. L. Fare thee well, fare thee well.

A?E, Thou art a fool, to bid n^e farewel tv/ice.

2. Z. Why, Apemantus?

Ave, Should'ft have kept one to thy felf, for I mean
to give thee none.

1. L. Hang thyfelf.

Afe. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make thy

requefts to thy friend.

2. Z. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll fpHril thee hence.

Ape, I will fly, like a dog, the heels o'the afs.

\^Exit Apemantus.
1 . L, He's opposite to humanity. Come, fhall we in,

And tafle lord Timon s bounty ? he out-goes

I'he very heart of kindnefs.

2. L, He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold.

Is but his ftevvard : no meed, but he repays

Sevenfold above itfelf ; no gift to him.

But breeds the giver a return exceeding

All ufe of quittance.

1. L. The noblefl mind he carries,

That ever govern'd man.
2. L, Long may he live '

In fortunes ! Shall we in ?

I. il* I'll keep you company. [Exeunt,

S C ENE II. Thefame. A State-Roo?n in the fame.
Musick, Agreat Banquet fer^^d in ; Flavius, and other

Pomejiicks'^^aitirig. Flouriff, andEnterTiMOi<! , attended;

Alcibiades, Ventidius, Senators, Lords, Sec:

the7i comes dropping in after all,

Apemantus. difcoiitentedly .
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Ven. Mod honour'd Timon,

hath pleasM the gods in l^intinefe to remember
My father's age, and call him to long peace.

He is gone happy, and has left me rich :

Then, as in grateful virtue I am hound
To your free heart, I do return those "1" talents,

Doubl'd, with thanks, and fervice, from whose help

I derived liberty.

Tjm. O, by no means,

Honeft Ventidius : you millake my love ;

I gave it freely ever ; and there's none
Can truly fay, he gives, if he receives :

If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare

To imitate them ; Faults, that are rich, are fair.

Vb.v, a noble fpirit.

Tim, Nay, my lords, ceremony
Sjn^iting them to fit to Tahle^

Was but devisM at firll

To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes.

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'tis fhown

;

But where there is true friendlhip, there needs none.

Fray, fit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,

Than they to me. [/i'£>' Jit,

I. Z. My lord, we always have confeft it.

Afe, Ho, ho, confeft it? hang'd it, have you not?

Tjm, O, Jpemantus !— you are welcome.

JpE. No ;

You fhall not make me welcome :

I come to have thee thruft me out of doors.

Tim, Fie, thou'rtachurl ; you have got ahumour there

Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame:

They fay, my lords, tl?at irafuror bre^is efy

*3 Then my Fortunes to
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But yonder man is ev^r angry

—

Go, let him have a table by himfelf ; [to Att.

For he does neither afFed company,

Nor is he fit for it, indeed.

A?E, S)o, let me ftay at thine own peril, Timon
-y

I come to observe, I give thee v^arning on't.

Tim, I take no heed of thee ; thou'rt an Athenian^

9;nti therefore welcome: I myfelf would have

No power, but, pr'ythee, let my meat make thee filent.

Ap-E,\ fcorn thy meat; 'twould choak me, fori fhould

Ne'er flatter thee O you gods, what a number
Of men eat Timon, and he fees 'em not 1

'T grieves me, to fee fo many dip their meat
In one man's blood.; and all the madnefs is,

He cheers them up too*

I wonder, men dare truft themfelves with men :

Methinks, they fhould invite them vv'ithout knives

;

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives.

There's much example for't ; the fellow, that

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, anti pledges

The breath of him in a divided draught.

Is the readieft man to kill him : 't has been proy'd.»

If I were a huge man noto., I fhould fear

To drink at meals

;

Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes :

Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their throats.

Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round.

[to a Lord, 'who drinks to him»

2. L. Let it flow this way, my good lord.

Ape. Flow this way!
A mofl brave fellow! he keeps his tides well. Timon^

Those healths will make thee, and thy flate, look ill.

5 thine apperill ' ^ eats ' 3 there meate
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Here's "|~ that, which is too weak to be a iinner,

Honefl water, which ne'er left man i'the mire :

This, and my food, are equals ; there's no odds.

Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf ; \Grace,

I pray for no man but myfelf

:

Grant I may never prove fo fond.

To trufl man on his oath, or bond ;

Or a harlot, for her weeping ; .

Or a dog, that feems afleeping

;

Or a keeper with my freedom ;

Or my friends, if [ fhould need 'em.

Amen. So fall to't

:

Rich men fm, and I eat root.

Much good dich thy good heart, Apsmantus.

\falls to his Dinner apart,

TTM» Captain AkihiaJcs, your heart's in the field now.

Jlc, My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord.

TTM. You had rather be at a breakfaft of enemies, than

a dinner of friends.

J.LC, So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's

no meat like 'em ; I could wifh my beli friend at fuch a

feaft.

u^PE. 'Would all those flatterers were thine enemies

then ; that thou might'ft kill 'em, and bid me to 'em.

I . L. Might we but have that happinefs, my lord, that

you would once use our hearts, whereby we might exprefs

fome part of our zeals, we fhould think ourfelves for ever

perfedl.

Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods

themfelves have provided that I fhall have mach help

from you : How had you been my friends elfe ? why

*5 that then thou
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have you that charitable title from thousands, did not

you chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told more of

you to myfelf, than you can with modefty fpeak in your

own behalf ; and thus far I confirm you. O you gods,

think I, what need we have any friends, if we fhould

ne'er have need of them ? they were the moft needlefs

creatures living, fhould we ne'er have ufe for them: and
would moft resemble fweet inftruments hung up in cafes,

that keep their founds to themfelves. Why, I have often

wifh'd myfelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you.

We are born to do benefits : i\nd what better or pro-

perercan we call our own, than the riches of our friends?

O, what a pretious comfort 'tis, to have fo many, like

brothers, commanding one another's fortunes 1 o joy,

e'en made away ere 't can be born ! Mine eyes cannot

hold out water, me thinks : to forget their faults, I drink

"I"
to you.

Ape, Thou weep'ft to make them drink, T-hnon,

2. L, Joy had the like conception in our eyes.

And, at that inftant, like a babe fprung up.

JpE, Ho, ho 1 I laugh to think that babe a baftard.

3, L. I promise you, my lord, you mov'd me much.
-^P£. Much ! [Tf'umpet njuithin.

Tim, What means that trump .^_FIow now ?

Enter a Servant.

^er. Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies mxoH
desirous of admittance.

Tim, Ladies ? what are their wills }

Ser^ There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord,

which bears that office, to fignify their pleasures.

T'lM, I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Qv-p ID,

'4- ioyes.
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Cut, Hail to thee, worthy 9^/>;/^?;/ ; and to all

That of his bountie tafle ! _».The five beft fenfes

Acknowledge thee their patron; and are come
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bosom

:

The ear, tafte, touch, fmell, pleas'd from thy table rise;

I'hese only now come but to feail thine eyes.

7/M. They're welcome all ; let them have kind ad-

mittance : —
Musick, make fenoton their welcome. \^Exit Cupid.

I. L. You fee, my lord, how ample you're belov'd.

Musick. Re-enter Cupid 'with Masque of Ladies^ dreji

like Amazons, 'with Lutes in their Hands,

dancings and flaying,

^PE. Hey-day 1 tDbj^, what a fweep of vanity

Comes this way ! ^nti they dance ! they are mad women^
Like madnefs is the glory of this life.

As this pomp (hews to a little oil, and root.

We make ourfelves fools, to difport ourfelves

;

And fpend our flatteries, to drink those men.
Upon whose age we void it up again.

With poisonous fpite, and envy. Who lives, that's not

Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears

Not one fpurn to their graves of their friends' gift ?

I fhould fear, those, that dance before me now,
Would one day (lamp upon me : 'T has been done

;

Men fhut their doors againft a fetting fun.

The Lords risefro?n Table, n.vith much adoring

^ Timon ; and^ toJhe-uc their Loaves ^ eachJingles out

an Amazon, and all dance, Men nvith Women, a

lofty Strain or tivo to the Hautboys, and ceafe,

Tim, You have done our pleasures s much grace, fair

Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, [ladies.

5 There taftc, touch all, ^ They onely Ltu. You fee
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Which was not half fo beautiful and kind ;

You have added grace unto't, and lively luftre.

And entertain'd me with mine own device ;

I am to thank you for't.

I. L. My lord, you take us even at the beft.

Afe, 'Faith, for the worft is filthy; and would not hold

Taking, I doubt me.

Tim, Ladies, there is tDitfjin an idle banquet

Attends you ; Please you to difpose yourfelves ?

Lc^d, Moft thankfully, my lord.

[Exeunt Cupid, afid Ladies,

Tim. Fla^ius,—
Ste, My lord.

Tim, The little cafket bring me hither.

6"/^. Yes, my lord.

Morejewels ! There's no crofTmg him in his humour ;

"

*^Elfe I fhould tell him, -Well, -i' faith, I fhould,
"

When all's fpent, he'd be croft then, an he could."

**'Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind;"
**That man might ne'er be wrenched for his mind.

"

[Exit, and returns ivith the CaJkeU

1 . Z. Where be our men, !?o ?

Ser, Here, my lord, in readinefs.

2. L, Our horfes.

Tim. O my friends, I have one word
To fay to you : —.Look you, my good lord, I muft
Intreat you, honour me fo much, as to

Advance this =^ jewel ;
accept, and wear it, kind my lord*

I. Z. J am fo far already in your gifts,

—

Lor. So are we all.

Enter a Servant.

Ber, My lord, there are certain nobles of the fenate

*^ Jewels yet ?
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Newly alighted, and come to visit you.

Tim.' They are fairly welcome.
Ste. T beleech your honour,

Vouchfafe me a word ; it does concern you near.

Tim, i)@c near ? why, then another time I'll hear thee

:

I pr'ythee, let us be provided nolo

To fnew them entertainment.
6*/^-. " I fcarce know how. "

Enter a Servant.

Ser, May it please your honour, tl?e lord Lucius^

Out of his free love, hath presented to you
Four milk-white horfes, trapt in filver.

TiM, I fliail accept them fairly : let the presents

Enter another Servant.

Be worthily entertain'd How nov/ ? what news ?

Ser, Please you, my lord, that honourable gentleman,

'^pe lord Luculhis, entreats your company
To-morrow, to hunt vyith him ; and has fent you
Two brace of grey-hounds.

Tim, 111 hunt with him ; And let them be receiv'd.

Not without fair reward.

Ste, " What will this come to ?
"

**He })ttz commands us to provide, and give"
Great gifts, and all out of an empty coffer :

"

Nor will he know his purfe ; or yield me this,
'*

To fliew him v/hat a beggar his heart |s,
"

Being of no power to make his Vvdfhes good :

"

'*His promises fly fo beyond his Hate,"

''That what he fpeaks is ail in debt, he owes"
**For every word ; he is fo kind, that he now"
*' Pays intereli for't ; his land's put to their books.

"

Well, wxuld I were gently put out of office,

"

' ^ fent your honour
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Before I were forc'd out !

"

" Happier is he that has no friends to feed,"
** Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed.

"

I tio bleed inwardly for my lord." [Exit.

TiM. You doyourfelvesmuch wrong, you bate too much
Of your own merits : _ My lord, a trifle

=f=
of our love.'

2, L, With more than common thanks I will receive it.

3. Z. O, he's the very foul of bounty [

Tim, And now
I tio remember , my lord, you gave

Good words the other day of a bay courfer

I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it.

\. L, O, Ibefeech you, pardon me, my lord,

In that.

Tim. You may take my word, my lord ; I know,
No man can juftly praise, but what he does afFeft :

I weigh my friend's afreclion with mine own

;

I tell you true. I'll call on you.

Lor. O, none fo welcome.
Tim. I take all and your feveral visitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give

;

Methinks, 1 could deal kingdoms to my friends,

And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades^

Thou art a foldier, therefore fsldom rich.

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living

Is 'mongfl: the dead ; and all the lands thou hafl

Lye in a pitcht field.

Alc. I defy land, my lord.

1 . L. We are fo virtuouHy bound,—
Tim, And fo

Am I to you.

2. Z.. So infinite endear'd,

—

^ merits, Heeremy J^le tell— call to you
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Tim. All to you.— Lights, more lights.

1. //. The bcft of happinefs,

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon f

TiM. Ready for his friends.

[Exeu72t Alcibiades, Lords, ScCs

JpE . What a coil's here I

Serring of hecks, and jutting out of bums

!

I doubt, whether their legs be worth the fums
That are given for 'em. Friendfhip's full of dregs :

Methinks, falfe hearts fhould never have found legs.

Thus honell fools lay out their wealth on court'fies.

Tim. Now, Jpemantus, if thou wert not fallen,

I would be good to thee.

JpE. No, rU nothing: for,

If I fhould be brib'd too, there 'd be none left

To rail upon thee ; and then thou would'il: fm the fafter.

Thou giv'ft fo long, Timo7t^ I fear me, thou

Wilt give away thyfelf in proper Ihortly :

What need these feafts, pomps, and vain-glories ?

Tim. Nay,
An you begin to rail once on fociety,

I am fworn^ not to give regard to you*

Farewel ; and come with better musick. [^Exit.

Ap £ . So

;

Thou wilt not hear me now, — thou fhalt not then,

rU lock thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears fhould be

To counfel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exit.

jcr II.

SCENE L Tbe Jame, A Room in a Senator's Houje.

Enter Senator, <vjith Papers in his Hand,

' ferving '8 paper on Societie once
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\Ifidore,

Sen, And late, five thousand ;

—
- To F'arro, and to

He owes nine thousand;-— befides my former Aim,

Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion

Of raging wafte ? It cannot hold ; it will not.

If I want gold, Heal but a beggar's dog.

And give it Tmo?i, why, the dog coins gold :

If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more
Better than he, why, give my horfe to Timo/z,

Afk nothing, give it him, it foals me llraight

Ten able horfes : No porter at his gate ;

But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites

All that pafs by. It cannot hold ; no reason

Can found his ftate on fafety. — Caphis^ ho 1

Caphis, I fay I

Enter Caphis.
Cjp, Here, fir; What is your pleasure ?

Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Timon ^

Importune him for my monies : be not ceaf'd

With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd, when"'
Commend me to your majier— and the cap

Plays in the right hand, "f thus : but tell him, firrah,

My ufes cry to me, I niuft ferve my turn

Out of mine own ; his days and times are pall.

And my reliances on his fraded dates

Have fmit my credit : I love, and honour him ;

But muft not break my back, to heal his finger :

Immediate are my needs ; and my relief

Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words.

But find fupply immediate. Get you gone :

Put on a moft importunate afped,

A visage of demand ; for, 1 do fear,

8 buy twenty more ' * And sble * ^ flatc in faf-
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V/hen every feather flicks in his own wingj

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,

Which fialhes now a phoenix. Get you gone.

Cap, I go, fir.

Sen. I go, fir ? take the bonds ^ along with you ;

And have the dates in compt.

Cap, I will, fir.

Sen, Go. [Exeunt

»

S CENE II. The fame, A Hall in Timon's Houfe.

E?tter Steward, n^viih many Bills in his Hand.

Ste, No care, no flop ! fo fenfelefs of expence,

That he will neither know how to maintain it.

Nor ceafe his flow of riot : Takes no account

How things go from him ; nor resumes no care

Of what is to continue ; Never mind
Was to be fo unv/ise, to be fo kind.

What fhaii be done r he will not hear, 'till feel

:

I mufl be round with him, now he comes from hunting.

Fie, fie, fie, fie!

Enter Caphis, Isidore, atzd Varro.
Cap. Good even, Varro: What,

You come for money ?

VaR, Is't not your businefs too?

Cap, It is; And yours too, IJidore?

Isi. It is fo.

Cap, 'Would we were all difcharg'd.

Far, I fear't.

Cap , Here comes the lord.

Enter Timon, ^ith Alcibiades, Lords^ Sec.

Tim. So foon as dinner's done, we'll forth again,

My Alcibiades With me ? What is your will P

^ dates in. Coine. ^ 5 refume
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Cap, My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

TTM, Dues ? Whence are you ?

CjiP. Of Athens here, my lord.

, ?~JM. Go to my fteward.

Cap. Please it your lordHiip, he hath put me ofF

To the fucceflion of new days this month

:

My mafter is awak'd by great occasion,

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you,

That with your other noble parts you'll fuit.

In giving him his right.
7^lu. Mine honeft friend,

I pr'ythee, but repair to mc next morning.

Cap. Nay, good my lord,
—

"

TiM, Contain thyfelf, good friend.

Far, One /^/^w's
^f"

fervant, my good Iord>~^

Is I. From IJidore ;

He humbly prays your fpeedy payment,

Cap . If you
Did know, my lord> my mailer's wants,

Var . 'Twas due

On forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, and pafc.

Is I, Your Heward puts me off, my lord ; and I

Am fent exprefsly to your lordfhip.

Tim, Give me breath :

I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on

;

{Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords^ Sec.

ril v/ait upon youinftantly. ^Come hither; Pray you,

\to the Ste'ward^

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd

With clamorous demands of broken bonds.

And the detention of long-fmce-due debts,

Again ft my honour ?

3^ of debt, broken

Vol. VTIT. Q



%6 Timon of Athens,

Ste, Please you, gentlemen,

The time is unagreeable to this buslnefs :

Your importunacy ceafe, 'till after dinner

;

That I may make his lordfhip underfland

Wherefore you are not pay'd.

Tim. Do fo, my friends : —
See them well entertain'd. [jS'at/VTimon;

Ste, Pray draw near. [£;c/V Steward.

Enter Ap em ant us, and a Fool.

Op. Stay, ftay, here comes the fool with

;

let's have fome fport with 'em.

Var. Hang him, he'll abuse us.

Isi, A plague upon him, dog !

Var, How doft, fool r

j^PE, Doft dialogue with thy lhadow ?

Var . I fpeak not to thee.

Apil, No, 'tis to thyfelf.— Come away.

/s/. There's the fool hangs on your back already.

Ape, No, thou ftand'ft fmgle, thou art not on him yet.

Cap, Where's the fool now ?

Ape, He laft afk'd the quelllon. Poor rogues, and
usurer's men ; bawds between gold and want

!

Ser, What are we, Apemantus?
Ape. Affes.

Ser, Why ?

Ape, That you afk me, what you are, and do not know
yourfelves— Speak to 'em, fool.

Too, How do you, gentlem^en ?

Ser, Gramercies, good fool : How does your miftrefs ?

Foo, She's e'en fetting on water, to fcald fuch chick-

ens as you are. 'Would we could fee you at Corinth !

Ape, Good I gramercy.
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Enter a Page.

Foo, Look you, here comes my mailer's page.

Pag, Why, how now, captain ? what do you in this

wise company? How doll thou, Apemantus?

JpE, 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might
anfwer thee profitably.

Pag. Pr'ythee, Apemantus^ read me the luperfcription

of these
"I"

letters ; I know not which is which,

AviL, Can'll not read ?

Pag, No.
Afe. There will little learning dye then, that day

thou art hang'd* This "|" is to lord Timon; this "|" to

Alcibiades, Go ; thou wail born a bailard, and thou'lt

dye a bawd.
Pag, Thou wall whelp'd a dog ; and thou lhalt famifh,

a dog's death. Anfwer not, I am gone. \Exit Page.

A?E. Even fo thou out-run'll grace.— Fool, I will go
with you to lord Timons.

Foo. Will you leave me there ?

Ape. If Timo?t Hay at home. — You three ferve three

usurers ?

Ser. Ay ; 'would they ferv'd us

!

Ape. So would I; as good a trick as ever hangman
ferv'd thief.

Foo, Are you three usurers' men ?

Ser. Ay, fool.

Fob. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his fervant':

My millrefs is one, and I am her fool. When men come
to borrow of your mailers, they approach fadly, and go
away merry ; but they enter my mafier's houfe merrily,

and go away fadly : The reason of this ?

Far. I could render one.
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^P£. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore-
mafter, and a knave ; which notwithftanding, thou lhalt

be no lefs elleemed.

Var, What is a whore-mafter, fool?

Foo, A fool in good cloaths, and fomething like thee.

'Tis a fpirit : fometime, 't appears like a lord ; fome-

time, like a lawyer; fometime, like a philofopher, with

two ilones more than's artificial one : He is very often

like a knight ; and, generally, in all fhapes, that man goes

up and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this fpirit

walks in.

Var, Thou art not altogether a fool.

Foo. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much foolery

as I have, fo much wit thou lack'fl.

Ape. That anfwer might have htcomz Apemayitus.

Ser, Afide, afide ; here comes lord Timon,

Re-enter Timon, and Steward.

Ape, Come with me, fool, come.

Foo, I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and

woman ; fometime, the philofopher.

S^Exeunt Fool, <2?7^Apem ANTUs.
Ste, Pray you, walk near ; Til fpeak with you anon.

S^Exeu7it Servants.

Tim. You make me marvel : Wherefore, ere this time,

Had you not fully lay'd my itate before me

;

That I might fo have rated my expence,

As \ had leave of means ?

Ste> You would not hear me.

At many leisures I proposed.

TTM. Go to :

Perchance, fome fingle vantages you took,

"V^hen my indifposition put you back ;
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And that unaptnefs made you minifter.

Thus to excuse yourfelf.

Ste, O my good lord.

At many times I brought in my accounts,

Lay'd them before you ; you would throw them off.

And fay, you found them in mine honefty.

When, for fome trifling present, you have bid me
Return fo much, I have Ihook my head, and wept;

Yea, 'gainfl- the authority of manners, pray'd you
To hold your hand more clofe : I did endure

Not feldom, nor no flight checks ; when I have

Prompted you, in the ebb of your eftate,

And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord.

Though you hear now, yet now's too late a time ;

The greatefl: of your having lacks a half

To pay your present debts.

TJM, Let all my land be fold.

Ste. 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeited and gone

;

And what remains will hardly fl:op the mouth
Of present dues : the future comes apace :

What fliall defend the interim ? and at length

How goes our reck'ning ?

Tim. To Laced^emon did my land extend.

^te, O my good lord, the world is but a word 5

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone ?

Tiu. You tell me true.

^te. If you fufpe£l my husbandry, or falfliood.

Call me before the exadleft auditors.

And fet me on the proof. So the gods blefs me,
When all our offices have been opprefl:

With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept

'4- (too late) yet Eowes
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With drunken fpilth of wine; when every room
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minflrelfy ;

I have retir'd me to a wafiful cock.

And fet mine eyes at flow.

TiM, Pr'ythee, no more.

Ste. Heavens, have I faid, the bounty of this lord !

How many prodigal bits have Haves, and peasants,

This night englutted ! Who noto is not Timoit's ?

What heart, head, fword, force, means, butis lord Timon' s ?

Great Timon noble, worthy, royal Timon*s ?

A^h, when the means are gone, that buy this praise,

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made :

Feaft-won, fall -loft ; one cloud of winter fhowers.

These flies are coucht.

Tim, Com.e, fermon me no further :

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart;

Unwisely, not ignobly, have J given.

Why doft thou weep ? Canft thou the confcience lack.

To think I fhall lack friends r Secure thy heart

;

If I would broach the vefl^els of my love.

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,

Men, and men's fortunes, could 1 frankly use.

As I can bid thee fpeak.

Ste, Afllirance blefs your thoughts !

Tim. And, in fome fort, these wants of mine are

crown'd,

That I account them bleflings ; for by these

Shall I try friends : You fliall perceive, how you

Miftake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends.--.

Within there, i)0 ! Flaminius ! Ser^^ilius !

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and ether Servants,

Ser, My lord, my lord,
—

3^ Fla'vius,
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Tim. I will difpatch you feverally. — You, to lord

Lucius,—
To lord Lucullus^ you ; I hunted with his

Honour to-day, _ you, to Sempronius, ^
Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, fay.

That my occasions have found time to use them

Toward a fupply of money : let the requeft

Be fifty talents.

Fla» As you have faid, my lord.

Sie. Lord Lucius, and Lucullus ? hum !

TiM, Go you, fir, to the fenators,

(Of whom, even to the ftate's beft health, I have

Deserv'd this hearing) bid 'em fend o'the inftant

A thousand talents to me.

5/^. I have been bold,

(For that I knew it the moft general way)
To them to use your fignet, and your name

;

But they do fhake their heads, and I am here

No richer in return.

7iM. Is't true ? can't be ?

Ste, They anfwer, in a joint and corporate voice,

That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot

Do what they would ; are forry — you are honourable,

But yet they could have wilh'd— they know not, but

Something hath been amifs— a noble nature

May catch a wrench— would all were well
—

'tis pity—
And fo, intending other ferious matters,

After diftafteful looks, and these hard fractions.

With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods,

They froze me into filence,

Tim. You gods reward them ! ^
3f pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : These old fellows

Q-4
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Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows ;

'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind;

And nature, as it grows again toward earth.

Is fafhion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy
Go to Ventidius-, — Pr'ythee, be not fad,

Thou art true, and honell: ; ingenuoufly I fpeak,

No blame belongs to thee : - Ventidius lately

Bury'd his father \ by whose death, he is ftept

Into a great eilate : when he was poor,

Imprisoned, and in fcarcity of friends,

I clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me

;

Bid him fuppose, fome good neceffity

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd
With those five talents : that had, give't these fellows.

To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpeak, or think.

That Timon ^ fortunes 'mong his friends can fink.

Ste. I would, I could not think it ; That thought is

bounty's foe ;

Being free itfelf, it thinks all others fo. \Exeimf.

jcr III.

SCENE I. Thefame. JRoom Lucallus's Hou/e.

Flaminius ^Tvaiting ; Enter a Servant to him,

Ser. I have told my lord of you, he's coming down

to you.

Fla, I thank you, fir.

Enter LucuLLUS.
Ser, Here's my lord.

Luc, One of lord Timon ^ men ? a gift, I warrant-"
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" Why, this hits right ; I dreamt of a filvcr bafon and"
" ewre to-night. Flamniius^ honefl Flaminius ; you are

very refpe<5lively welcome, fir. _ Fill me fome wine

—

[£a'// Servant.] And how does that honourable, compleat,

free-hearted gentleman of Athens y
thy very bountiful good

lord and mafter ?

Fla. His health is well, fir.

Luc. I am right glad, that his health is well, fir :

And what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fla-

mviius ?

Fla. Faith, nothing but an em.pty box, fir; which,

in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to

fupply : who, having great and inftant occasion to use

fifty talents, hath fent to your lordfhip to furniih him;
nothing doubting your present affidance therein.

Luc. La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, fays he?
Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would
not keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I

ha' din'd with him, and told him on't ; and come again

to fupper to him, of purpose to have him fpend lefs :

and yet he would embrace no counfcl, take no warn-

ing by my coming. Every man has his fault, and ho-

nefty is his ; I ha' told him on't, but 1 could ne'er get

him from't.

Re-enter Servant, nvith Wine.

Ser, Please your lordihip, here is the wine.

Luc . Flaminius J I have noted thee always wise. Here's

to thee. [t^rinh'ng, and gi'uing Wine to him»

Fla. Your lordfhip fpeaks your pleasure.

Luc. I have observ'd thee always for a towardly
prompt fpirit,— give thee thy due, — and one that, knows
what belongs to reason ; and canit use the time well, if
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the time use thee well : good parts in thee. — Get you
gone, firrah. Servant.] Draw nearer, honeflZ/^x-

fninius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but thou art

wise ; and thou know'ft well enough, although thou
com'ft to me, that this is no time to lend money ; ef-

pecially upon bare friend ftiip, without fecurity. Here's
three =|= folidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and
fay, thou faw'ft me not. Fare thee well.

FljI, Is't pofTible, the world fhould fo much differ;

And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned bafenefs,

[thro-iving back the Money.

To him that worfhips thee.

Luc, Ha ! Now I fee, thou art a fool, and lit for thy

mafler. [Exit Lucullus.
Fla, May these add to the number that may fcald

thee

!

Let molten coin be thy damnation,

Thou disease of a friend, and not himfelf

!

Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart,

It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you gods,

I feel my mailer's pafTion ! This Have

Unto this hour has my lord's meat in him

:

Why fliould it thrive, and turn to nutriment.

When he is turn'd to poison ?

O, may diseases only work upon't ! [ture,

And, when he's fick to death, let not that part of na-

Which my lord pay'd for, be of any power
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour 1 [Exit.

SCENE 11. The fame. A fublick Vlace.^

Enter Lucius, ^ith three Strangers.

Lvc . Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good friends

unto his Honor
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and an honourable gentleman.

1 . 5. We know him for no lefs, though we are but

llrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord,

and which I hear from common rumours, now lord 7/*-

mon'^ happy hours are done and paft, and his eflate fhrinks

from him.

Luc, Fie, no, do not believe it ; he cannot want for

money.
2, 5'. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long

ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor-

row fifty talents ; nay, urg'd extreamly for't, and fhew'd

what neceffity belonged to't, and yet was deny'd.

Lvc, How ?

2. I tell you, deny'd, my lord.

Luc, What a ftrange cafe was that ? now, before the

gods, lam alham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man ?

there was very little honour Ihew'd in't. For my own
part, I muft needs confefs, I have receiv'd fome fmall

kindne/Tes from him, as money, plate, jewels, and fuch

like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had he mif-

took him, and fent to me, I fnould ne'er have deny'd his

occasion fo many talents.

Enter Servilius.
6'£ . See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; I have fweat

to fee his honour. My honoured lord,
~

Luc, Sern.nlius ! you are kindly met, fir, Fare thee

well ; Commend me to thy honourable, virtuous lord,

my very exquisite friend.

Ser, May it please your honour, my lord hath fent—
Luc. Ha! what has he fent? T am fo much endear'd

to that lord ; he's ever fending ; How fhall I thank him,
think'il thou ? And what has he fent now ?

'° borrow fo many Talents
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Zek, H'as only fent his present oceasion now, my
lord ; requeuing your lordlhip to fupply his inftant ufe

with fifty talents.

Lvc, I know, his lordfhip is but merry with me;
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

S-ER, But in the mean time he wants lefs, my lord.

If his occasion were not virtuous,

I fliould not urge it half fo faithfully.

Lvd, Doil thou fpeak feriouuy, Ser^vilius}

Ser. Upon my foul, 'tis true, fir.

Luc, What a wicked bead was T, to diffurnifh myfelf
againft. fuch a good time, when T might have fhewn my-
felf honourable ? how unluckily it happen'd, thati fhould

purchafe the day before for a little dirt, and undo a great

deal of honour? — Seruilius, now, before the gods, lam
not able to do't; the more bead, I fay : I was fending to

us£ lord T'imcn myfelf, these gentlemen can witnefs ; but

I would not, for the wealth of Jthens, I had done'tnow.

Commend me bountifully to his good lordfhip ; and, I

hope, his honour will conceive the faireft of me, because

I have no power to be kind : And tell him this from me

;

I count it one of my greateft afHiftions, fay, that I can-

not pleasure fuch an honourable gentleman. Good Ser~

^iliusy will you befriend me fo far, as to use mine own
words to him t

Ser. Yes, fir, I fhall.

Luc. I'll look you out a good turn, Ser^ilius..^

[Exit Servilius.
True, as you faid, Timon is fhrunk, indeed ;

^

And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly fpeed.

\_Extt Lucius.
I. 6*. Do you observe this, Hoftilius?

4- with To rrianj Talents ' 4- little part, and
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2. Ay, too well.

I. aS. Why this is the world's foul ; And juft of the

fame piece

Is every flatterer's fpirit. Who can call him
His friend, that dips in the fame diih ? for, in

My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father.

And kept his credit with his purfe ;

Supported his eflate ; nay, Timon\ money
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks.

But Timon s filver treads upon his lip ;

And yet, (o, fee the monllroufnefs of man,
When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape

1

)

He does deny him, in refped of his,

What charitable men afford to beggars. '

3. S, Religion groans at it.

I . S. For mine own part,

I never tailed Timon in my life,

Nor e'er came any of his bounties over me^
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I proteil.

For his right-noble mind, illuftrious virtue,

And honourable carriage.

Had his neceffity made ufe of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation.

And the beil half fhould have return'd to him.

So much I love his heart : But, I perceive.

Men muft learn now with pity to difpenfe;

For poiicy fits above confcience. [Exeunt.

S C ENE Thefame. A Room in Sempronius' Houfe.

Enter Sempronius, and Servant^ Timon'/.

5£M. Mull he needs trouble me in't, 'hove all others ?

He might have try'd lord Luciusy or Lucullus ;

4 fport
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And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem'd from prison : All these tijree

Owe their eftates unto him.

Ser. 2D my lord,

They have all been touch'd, and found bafe metal ; for

They have all deny'd him ?

Sem, How 1 have they deny'd him ?

Has iluciU0, antJ Ventidius^ and LucuUus,

Deny'd him, fag gou^ and does he fend to me ?

Three ? hum !

It (hews but little love, or judgment, in him.

Muft I be his laft refuge t!)en His friends,

Like thriv'd physicians, give him over ; Mufl
I take the cure upon me ?

H'as much difgrac'd me in't; T am angry at him,

That might have known my place : I fee no fenfe for't,

But his occasions might have woo'd me firll;

For, in my confcience, I was the firfl man.
That e'er receiv'd gift from him :

And does he think fo backwardly of me now,
That I'll requite it laft ? No : fo it may prove

An argument of laughter to the reft.

And among'ft lords I ftal! be thought a fool.

I had rather than the worth of thrice the fum,

H' ad fent to me firft, but for my mind's fake ;

I had fuch a courage to have done him good.

But now return,

And with their faint reply this anfwer join

;

Who bates mine honour, ftiall not know my coin.

l^Exit Sempronius.
Ser, Excellent ! Your lordftiip's

A goodly villain. The devil knew not what

'3 (like Phyfitians) Thrive, to do him
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He did, when he made man fo politick ;

He crofT'd himfelf by't : and I cannot think,

But, in the end, the villanies of man
Will fet him clear. How fairly this lord flrives

To appear foul ? takes virtuous copies to

Be wicked bi? ; like those, that, under hot

^nli ardent zeal, would fet whole realms on fire :

Of fuch a nature is his politick love.

This was my lord's bell hope ; now all are fled.

Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead.

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards

Many a bounteous year, muft be employ'd

Now to guard fure their mailer.

And this is all a liberal courfe allows

;

Who cannot keep his wealth, mult keep his houfe. [Exit,

SCENE IV. ne fame. Hall in TimonV Houfe.

Enter t^vo Servants of Varro'j, meeting Titus, Lucius,
HoRTENSius, and Others, Servants to Timon'^

Creditors, ^waiting his coming out,

I . V, Well met ; good morrow, Titus, and Hortenfus,

Tir, The like to you, ^m^Farro,
HoR, Lucius,

What, do we meet together ?

Luc. Ay, and, I think.

One businefs does command us all ; for mine
Is money.

Tit. So is"!" ^^^i^s, and ours.

Enter Vhilotv^.
Luc, And fir

Phi/ofus too !

Phi, Good day at once.

onely the Gods
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Luc. Yv'elcome, good brother.

What do you think the hour?
Phi, Labouring for nine.

Luc, So much ?

Phi. Is not my lord feen yet ?

Luc, Not yet.

I^Hi, I wonder on't ; he was won't to Ihine at feveno

Luc, Ay, but the days are waxt (horter with him :

You muft confider, that a prodigal'^ courfe

Is like the fun's ; but not, like his, recoverable.

I fear,

'Tis deepeft winter in lord Timon ^ purfe ;

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet

Find little.

Phi, 1 am of your fear for that.

Tir, I'll fhew you how to observe a ftrange event.

Your lord fends now for money :

HoK. Moft true, he does.

Ti r, And he wears jewels now q{ Timon % gift,

For which I wait for money.
HoR, It is againfl my heart.

Lvc. Mark ^ou, how iirange it fhows,

Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes :

And e'en as if your lord fhould wear rich jewels.

And fend for money for 'em.

HoR, I am weary of this charge, the gods can witnefs

;

I know, my lord hath fpent of Timon's wealth,

And now ingratitude makes it worfe than Health.

I. V, Yes, mine's three thousand crowns:What's yours?

Luc. Five thousand mine.

1 . F. 'Tis much deep : and it fhould feem by the fum.

Your m.afler's confidence was above mine ;
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Elfe, furcly, his had equaPd.

Enter Flaminius.
Tit, One of lord 7/'>7i<?^z's men.

Lvc. flaminius? ^^\Xy a word; Pray, is my lord

Ready to come forth ?

Fla, No, indeed, he is not.

STir. We attend his lordfhip ; pray, fignify fo much.
Fla, I need not tell him that ; he knows, you are too

Fnter Steward /// a Cloke, mufVd. [diligent,

Lvc. Ha! is not that his fieward muffled fo ?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.

Do you hear, fir ? Flaminius,
2. V, By your leave, fir,-^

Ste» What do you alk of me, my friend ?

Tir. We wait for certain money here, fir.

Ste, Ay,
If money were as^ certain as your waiting,

*Twere fure enough. Why then prefer'd you not

Your fums, and bills, when your falfe mailers eat

Of my lord*s meat ? Then they would fmile, and fawn
Upon his debts, and take down th' interell

Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourfelves but wrong,,

To ftir me up ; let me pafs quietly ;

Believe't, my lord and I have made an end

;

I have no more to reckon, he to fpend.

Lvc^ Ay, but this anfwer v/ill not ferve.

Ste. If 'twill not ferve, 'tis not fo bafe as you ;

For you ferve knaves. [Exit Steward.
1. How'0 tijat r h)!?3t fa?0 |je ? what does

His cafhier'd worlhip mutter ?

2. F, No matter what; he's poor,

And that's revenge enough. Who can fpeak broader?

Vol. VIIL R
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Than he that has no houfe to put his head In ?

Such may ifjatJC leabe to rail againft great buildings*

Enter Servilius.
Tit, O, here's Ser<viUus ; now we fliall know

Some anfwer.

Ser, If I might befeech you, gentlemen,

%\xt to repair fdme other hour, I fhould

Derive much from't : for, take it o'my foul.

My lord leans wondroufly to difcontent

:

His comfortable temper has forfook him ;*

He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber.

Luc, Many do keep their chambers, are not fick :

And, if it be fo far beyond his health,

Methinks, he fliould the fooner pay his debts.

And make a clear way to the gods.

Ser» Good gods

!

TiT. We can't take this for anfwer, fir.

Fla, [fwithin,^ Servilius, help! my lord, my lord,

—

Enier Tim on, Flaminius folloiving,

TtM. What, are my doors oppos'd againft my paffage ?

Have I been ever free, and muft my houfe

Be my retentive enemy, my jail ?

The place, which I have feafted, does it now.

Like all mankind, fhew me an iron heart ?

Luc, Put in now, Titus,

^TjT, My lord, here is my
"I"

bill.

Luc. Here's
"I"

mine.

HoR, And
"I"

mine, my lord.

Fj^rs. And ours, my lord,

Fhi, All our "f bills.

Tim* Knock me down with 'em,

Cleave me to the girdle.

*8 Y, Note,
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Luc. Alas, my lord,—'

TiM. Cut out

My heart in fums.

Tir. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out

My blood.

Luc. Five thousand crowns, my lord.

Tim. Five thousand drops

Pays that : - What yours ? — and yours ?

1. F. My lord—
2. F. My lord,— [you !

Tim. ^)txt tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon.

[Exii Timon.
HoR. Faith, I perceive, our matters may throw their

caps at their money ; these debts may well be calPd def-

perate ones, for a madman owes 'em.

[Exeu?it Creditors* Servants.

Re-enter Timon, Steward follonjoing.

Tim. They have e'enputmy breath from me, the (laves:

Creditors ! devils.

^te. My dear lord,—
TiM. What if it fliould be fo ?

6'/^.' My lord,-

TIM. rU have it fo :_My fteward ?
—

Ste. Here, my lord.

Tim. So fitly ? _ Go, bid all my friends again,

Lucius, Lucullusy and Se7?ipronius, all

;

I'll once more feaft the rafcals.

Ste. O my lord.

You only fpeak from your diftra6led foul

;

There is not fo much left, to furniPii out

A moderate table.
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Tim, Be it not in thy care ; go,

I charge thee, invite them all : let in the tide

Of knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide.

SCENE V. Thefame. The SencUe-Houfe.

Senatefating. Enter Alcibiades, attended,

1. My lord, you have my voice to't; the fault's

'Tis necefTary, he ftiould dye : [bloody

;

Nothing emboldens fm fo much as mercy.

2. .S. Moft true; the law fhall bruise 'em.

Alc, Honour, health, and companion to the fcnate!

I . S, Now, captain ?

-/^xc. I am an humble fuitor to your virtues

;

For pity is the virtue of the law,

And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time, and fortune, to lye heavy

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood.

Hath ftept into the law, which is pall depth

To those that, without heed, do plunge into't*

He is a man, fetting his fault afide.

Of comely virtues :

Nor did he foil the fa£l with cowardife

;

(And honour in him, which buys out his fault)

But, with a noble fury, and fair fpirit.

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death.

He did oppose his foe :

And with fuch fober and unnoted palTion

He did behave his anger, ere 'twas fpent,

As if he had but prov'd an argument.

1 . S, You undergo too Uriel a paradox.

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair

:

Your words have took fuch pains, as if they laboured

his Fate *^ behoove



Timon of Athens. 45

To bring man-flaughter into form, fct quarrelling

Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed,

Is valour mifbegot, and came into the world

When fe6ls and fadions were newly born :

He's truly valiant, that can wisely fuffer

The worft that man can breath ; and make his wrongs

His outfides, wear them, like his rayment, carelefly

;

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill.

What folly 'tis, to hazard life for ill ?

Alc, My lord,-^

I. 5. You cannot make grofs fins look clear;

To revenge is no valour, but to bear.

Alc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me,
If T fpeak like a captain.— ^

Why do fond men expose themfelves to battle.

And not endure all threats ? nap, fleep upon't.

And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy ? ^r, if there be

Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad ? why then, fare, women are more valiant.

That ftay at home, if bearing carry it

;

The afs, more than the lion ; and the fellow

Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge.

If wisdom be in fufFering> O my lords,

As you are great, be pitifully good :

Who cannot condemn raflinefsin cold blood?

To kill, I grant, is fm's extreameO: guil

;

But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis mofl juft.

To be in anger, is impiety :

Put who is man, that is not angry ?

• forme, and fet 7 Out-fides,
|
To wcare ^-^ v. Note,

P. ^
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Weigh but the crime with this.

2. S. You breath in vain.

^Lc, In vain ? his fervice done
At Lacedamon^ and Byzantium,

Were afufficient briber for his life.

1. 6". What's that?

Alc. Vv^hy, I fay, my lords, he has done fair fervice.

And flain in fight many of our enemies :

How full of valour did he bear himfelf

In the lail: conflid:, and made plenteous wounds ?

2. S, He has made too much plenty with 'em ; he
Is a fworn rioter : he has a fin

That often drowns him, takes his valour prisoner;

SntJ, if there were no foes, that were enough
To overcome him : in that beaftly fury

He has been known to commit outrages,

And cherifh fadlions: 'Tis infer'd to us,

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.

I. S, He dies.

Jlc, Hard fate ! he might have dy'd in war.

My lords, if not for any parts in him,

(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,

And be in debt to none) yet, more to move you.

Take my deserts to his, and join 'em both :

And, for I know your reverend ages love

Security, Til pawn my vi6lories, all

My honours to you, upon his good returns.

If by this crime he owes the law his life.

Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore

;

For law is flridl, and war is nothing more.
1.6* We are for law, he dies ; urge it no more.

On height of our difpleasure : Friend, or brother.

' 3 him, and takes
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He forfeits his own blood, that fpills another.

Jlc, Muft it be fo ? it muft not be. My lords,

I do befeech you, know me.

2. S, How ?

Alc, Call me
To your remembrance.

3. What?
Alc. I cannot think, but your age has forgot me ;

It could not elfe be, I fhould prove fo bafe,

To fue, and be deny'd fuch common grace :

My wounds ake at you.

I. 5. Do you dare our anger?

'Tis in few words, but fpacious in efFed;

We banifh thee for ever.

Alc, Banifh me ?

Banifh your dotage ; banifh usury,

That makes the fenate ugly.

1 . 5". If after two days' fhine Athens contain thee,

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not tofwell your

He fliall be executed presently. [fpirit,

\_Exeunt Senate.

Alc. Now the gods keep you old ; that you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on you 1

I am worfe than mad : I have kept back their foes.

While they have told their money, and let out

Their coin upon large interefl ; I my felf

« Rich only in large hurts ; All those, for this ?

Is this the balfam, that the usuring fenate

Pours into captains' wounds? ha! banifhment?
It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banifh'd.

It is a cause worthy my fpleen and fury,

That I may flrike at Athens, I'll cheer up

^ remembrances. '9 fwell our Spirit ^2, qJj enough, ] That

R 4
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My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts.

'Tis honour, with molt lands to be at odds

:

Soldiers fhould brook as little wrongs, as gods. \Extt^

SCENEYl. ne/ame. Siate'RoominTimon's Houfe.

Musick, Tables co'ver^d. Domefttch attending^

Enter di^vers Senators, Lords, &c.
1. i. The good time of day to you, fir.

2. Z. I alfo wifh it to you. I think, this honourable
lord did but try us this other day.

1. Z. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we
encounter'd : I hope, it is not fo low with him, as he
made it feem in the trial of his feveral friends.

2. L. It fhould not be, by the perfuasion of his new
feafting,

1 . i. I fhould think fo : He hath fent me an earnefl

inviting, which many my near occasions did urge me to

put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond them, and I

mufl needs appear.

2. L* In like manner was I in debt to my importu-

nate businefs, but he would not hear my excufe. I am
forry, when he fent to borrow of me, that my provision

was out.

\, L, I am fick of that grief too, as I underfland how
all things go.

2. Z. Everyman here's fo. What would he have bor-

rowed of you ?

J. Z. A thousand pieces.

2. Z. A thousand pieces !

1 . Z. What of you ?

2. Z. He fent to me, fir,— Here he comes.

FlouriJI?, Enter Tiuoiiy attended^

*^ hcares fo
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Tiu. With all my heart, gentlemen both ; And how
fare you ?

1. L* Ever at the beft, hearing well of your lordfhip.

2, L, Thefwallow follows not fummer more willing,

than we your lordfhip.

Tim, *VNor more willingly leaves winter; fuch "

** fummer birds are men. " Gentlemen, our dinner will

not recompence this long flay : feaft your ears with the

musick a while; if they will fare fo harfhly, a0 o'the

trumpet's found : we fhall to't presently.

1 . I hope, it remains not unkindly with your lord-

ihip, that T returned you an empty mefTenger.

Tim. O, fir, let it not trouble you.

2. Z. My noble lord,

—

Tim, Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ?

S^Banquet brought in,

2. L, My moll honourable lord, Iam e'en fick offliame,

that, when your lordfhip this other day fent to me, I was •

fo unfortunate a beggar.

Tim, Think not on't, fir,

2. Z. If you had fent but two hours before, —
Tim, Let it not cumber your better remembrance

—

\^gces to^^ard the Table,

Come, bring in all together.

2. L, All cover'd difhes

!

I. L. Royal chear, I warrant you.

3. L, Doubt not that, if money, and the feason can

yield it.

I. L, How do you ? What's the news ?

3. L. Alcibiades is banifh'd : Hear you of it ?

1.2. Alcibiades banifh'd

!

3. L, 'Tisfo; be fure of it.
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1. L. How? how ?

2. L. I pray you, upon what ?

7jm. My worthy friends, will you draw near ?

3. L. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaft

toward.

2. L, This is the old man ftilL

3. L. Wilt hold? wilt hold?

2. L, It does : but time will— and fo.

3. I do conceive. [/)^^ approach the Table,

TiM. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he

would to the lip of his miftrefs : your diet fhall be in all

places alike. Make not a cityfeaft of it, to let the meat

cool, ere we can agree upon the firft place : fit, fit. The
gods require our thanks.

You great benefactors, fprinkle our fociety with

thankfulnefs. For your own gifts, make yourfelves

prais'd : but reserve flill to give, left your deities be

defpised. Lend to each man enough, that one need

not lend to another: for, were your godheads to bor-

row of men, men would forfake the gods. Let the

meat be beloved, more than the man that gives it.

Let no afiembly of twenty be without a fcore of vil-

lains : If there fit twelve women at a table, let a dozen

of them be as they are. The reft of your fees, o gods,
— the fenators of Athens ^ together with the common
lag of people,— what is amifs in them, you gods, make
fuitable for dejlrudjon. For these my present friends,

— as they are to me nothing, fo in nothing blefs them,

and to nothing are they welcome.

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

Some /peak. What does his lordftiip mean ?

Some other. I know not.

*6 common legge of
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May you a better feaft never behold,

\_DiJhes difco^-ver'd^ filled only uoith n.varm Water,

You knot ofmouth-friends ! fmoke, and luke-warm water,

Is your perfeftion. This is TimorCs laft

;

Who, ftuck and fpangl'd with your flatteries,

Wafhes it off, and fprinkles in your faces

Your reeking villany. Live loath'd, and long^

Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted parafites,

Courteous deftroyers, aifable wolves, meek bears.

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies.

Cap and knee flaves, vapours, and minute-jacks

!

' Of man, and beafl:, the infinite malady
Cruft you quite o'er !

— What, doH thou go ?

Soft, take thy physick fin1:,-_thou too,^ and thou;

Stay, 1 will lend thee money, borrow none.

\thronjjs the Dijhes at them^ and drives them out.

What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feaft.

Whereat a villain's not a welcome guefl.

Burn, hoafe ; fmk, Athens ! henceforth hated be

Of Timony man, and all humanity. [^Exit Timon.
Re-enter Lords, &c.

1 . Z. How now, my lords ?

2. Z. Know you the quality of lord Timon s fury?

3. L, Fifh! did you fee my cap ?

4. L, I have loft my gown.
1. Z. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humours

fways him. He gave- me a jewel the other day, and
now he has beat it out of my hat -.—.Did you fee my
jewel ?

3. Z. Did you fee my cap ?

2. Z. Here ~[~ 'tis.

4. Z. Here lies my
"f"

gown.

5 you with Pufh, 30 2, Did 3» 3. Here
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1. Z. Let's make no ftay.

2. Z/. Lord Timoris mad.

3. i. I feePt upon my bones.

4. Z. One day he gives us diamonds, next day ftones.

ACt IV.

S GENE I. Thefame. Fields without the Wall.

Enter Timon, meanly habited,

Tim, Let me look back upon thee, o thou wall.

That girdPft in those wolves ; Dive in the earth.

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent;

Obedience fail in children ! flaves, and fools.

Pluck the grave wrinkl'd fenate from the bench.

And minifter in their fteads ! to general filths

Convert o'the inftant, green virginity,

Do't in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold fail

;

Rather than render back, out with your knives.

And cut your trufters' throats 1 bound fervants, fteal ^

Large-handed robbers your grave mafters are,

And pill by law 1 maid, to thy matter's bed.

Thy millrefs is o'the brothel 1 fon of fixteen,

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire.

With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear,

Religion to the gods, peace, juftice, truth,

Domeftick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,

Jnftru£lion, manners, myfteries, and trades.

Degrees, observances, cuftoms, and laws.

Decline to your confounding contraries.

And let confusion live ! Plagues, incident to men,
Your potent and infedlious fevers heap

gudles 3* And yet Con-
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On Athensy ripC for ftroke ! thou cold fciatica.

Cripple ourfenators, that their limbs may halt

As lamely as their manners ! luft and liberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ;

That 'gainft the flream of virtue they may ftrive,

And drown themfelves in riot ! itches, blains,

Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop

Be general leprofy ! breath infeft breath ;

That their fociety, as their friendfhip, may
Be meerly poison I Nothing I'll bear from thee

But nakednefs, thou deteftable town :

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans

!

Timon will to the woods; where he ftiall find

The unkindeft beaft more kinder than mankind.
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all)

The Athenians both within and out that wall

!

And grant, as Timon gvovfs, his hate may grow
To the whole race af mankind, high, and low

!

Amen. [Exit.

SCENE II. The fame. Room in TimoxCz Houfe,

Enter Steward, and certain Servants. [ter?

T. Hear you, (joati mafter fteward; where's our maf-

Are we undone? call: off? nothing remaining ?

Ste, Alack, my fellows, what lliould I fay to you ?

Let be recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you.

1 . 6". Such a houfe broke

!

So noble a mailer fali'n ? All gone ; and not

One friend, to take his fortune by the arm,

A.nd go along with him 1

2. 6". As we do turn our backs

Let me be
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From our companion, thrown into his grave;

So his familiars from his bury'd fortunes

Slink all away ; leave their falfe vows with him^

Like empty purfes pick'd : and his poor felf,

A dedicated beggar to the air.

With his disease of all-fhun'd poverty.

Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our follows.

Enter other Servants.

Ste, All broken implements of a ruin'd houfe.

3. 6*. Yet do our hearts wear Timon s livery,

That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows iHll,

Serving alike in forrow : LeakM is our bark

;

And we, poor mates, ftand on the dying deck.

Hearing the furges threat : we mull all part

Into this fea of air.

Ste, Good fellows all.

The lateil of my wealth I'll fhare among'fl: you.

Wherever we fhall meet, for Timon s fake,

Let's yet be fellows ; let's (hake our heads, and fay,

As 'twere a knell unto our mailer's fortunes,

We ha^efeen better days. Let each take fome ;

\^gi'ving them Money,

Nay,, put out all your hands. Not one word more :

Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.

l^embrace, and Exeunt Servants.

O, the fierce wretchednefs that glory brings us 1

Who would not wifh to be from wealth exempt.

Since riches point to misery, and contempt ?

Who'd be mock'd with glory ? or to live

But in a dream of friendfhip ?

To have his pomp, and all what fiate compounds.
But only painted, like his varnilh'd friends ?

* Familiars to his
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Poor honeft lord, brought low by his own heart;

Undone by goodnefs !
— Strange, unusual blood,

When man's worft fin is, he does too much good!

Who then dares to be half fo kind again ?

For bounty, that makes gods, does Hill mar men.

My deareft lord, — bleft, to be moll accurft ;

Rich, only to be wretched ;
— thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief afflidions. Alas, kind lord !

He's flung in rage from this ingrateful feat

Of monftroQS friends : nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it.

ril follow, and inquire him out

:

I'll everferve his mind with my bell will

;

Whilft I have gold, I'll be his fteward ftill. [Exit.

SCENE III. mo^s ; a Ca^e in Vie^~w.

E^Ur TiMONy nKiith a Spade.

Tim, O blefled breeding fun, draw from the earth

Rotten humidity ; below thy filler's orb

Infe£l the air ! Twin'd brothers of one womb, ~
Whose procreation, residence, andbkth.
Scarce is dividant, —touch them with feveral fortunes,

1 he greater fcorns the lefTer : Not !)i0 nature.

To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune.

But by contempt of nature.

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ;

The fenator fhall bear contempt hereditary^

The beggar native honour :

It is the pafture lards the weather's fides,

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares.

In purity of manhood Hand upright,

And fay, This man's afattererP if one be.

5doeftill *S deny'r that ^7 Senators ^9 the Brothers



5^ Tinion cf AthenSa

So are they all ; for every grize of fortune

Is fmooth'd by that below : the learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique \
^

There's nothing level in our curfed natures,

But direft villany. Therefore, be abhor'd

All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men

!

His femblable, yea, himfelf, Timo7i difdains :

Deftrudion phang mankind '.— Earth, yield me roots \

Who feeks for better of thee, fauce his palate

With thy moft operant poison ! What is here ?

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods,

I am no idle votarift; Roots, you clear heavens 1

Thus "f much of this will make black, white ; foul, fair

;

Wrong, right ; bafe, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant.

Ha, you gods ! why this ? why this, you gods ? Why, this

Will lug your prieils and fervants from your fides ;

Pluck ftout men's pillows from below their heads :

This yellow flave

Will knit and break religions, blefs the accurft ;

Make the hoar leprofy ador'd ; place thieves.

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

With fenators on the bench : this tt)\s is it,

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ;

She, whom the fpital-houfe and ulcerous fores

Would cafe the gorge at, this embalms and fpices

To the Jpnl-da.y again. Come, damned earth,

Thou common whore of mankind, that put'ft odds

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature. [Drum,] Ha 1 adrum ? Thou'rt quicks,

But yet ril bury
~f"

thee : Thou'lt go, ftrong thief,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot Hand :

what this, you puttcs
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Nay, ftay thou *[" out for earneft.

i.nter Alcibi ades, n.mth Phryni A <^;?^Tymandr A ;

Soldiers, at a Dijtance, marching*

Jlc. What art thou there ? fpeak.

Tim. a beaft, as thou art : The cankergnaw thy heart.

For fhewing me again the eyes of man !

Alc. What is thy name ? Is man fo hateful to thee^^

That art thyfelf a man ?

Tim. I am mifanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wifn thou vvert a dog,

That I might love thee fomething.

Jlc. I know thee well

;

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and llrange.

Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I know thee,

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum

;

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, total gules

:

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel

;

Then what Ihould war be ? This fell ~|" whore of thine

Hath in her more deftrudion than thy fword.

For all her cherubin look.

Phr . Thy lips rot oif

!

Tim. I will not kifs thee ; then the rot returns

To thine own lips again.

Jlc. How came the noble Timon to this change ?

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give :

But then renew I could not, like the moon

;

There were no funs to borrow of.

Alc. ohle Timon,

What friendfhip may I do thee ;

Tim. None but t|)i0,

To maintain my opinion.

Jlc, What is it, Timon ^

Vol. VIII. S
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Tim. Promise me friend fhip, but perform none : If

Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for

Thou art a man ! if thou doft promise, anti

Perform, confound thee, for thou art a man !

Jlc, T have heard in fome fort of thy miseries.

TTM, Thou favv'ft them when I had profperity.

Jlc. I fee them now ; then was a blefTed time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.

Ttm. Is this xhe Athenian minion, whom the world

Voic'd fo regardfully ?

Tim. Avi\ho\xTyman<^raP

Ttm. Yes.

Tim. Bea whoreflill! they love thee not, that use thee >

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their luft.

Make ufe of thy fait hours : feason the flaves

For tubs, and baths ; bring down tl>e rose-cheek'd youth

To the tub-fail, and the diet.

TTM, Hang thee, monfler !

Alc. Pardon him, fvveet Tymandra ; for his wits

Aredrovvn'd and loft in his calamities.

—

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,

The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd.

How curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth,

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates.

But for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them,—
Tim, I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone.

Alc. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon,

Tim. How doft thou pity him whom thou doft trouble ?

I had rather be alone.

Alc. Why, fare thee well :

Here is fome "|" gold for thee.

»7 Fubfail
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TiU, Keep it, I cannot eat it. /

Jlc, When I have lay'd proud Athens on a heap, —
TiM . War'ft thou 'gainft Athens F

Jlc, Ay, Timon, and have cause.

TTM. The^ods confound them in thy conqueft ; and
Thee after, when thou haft conquer'd

!

Alc, Why me, Timon

F

Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou waft bora
To conquer thy own countrey.

Put up thy gold : Go on, — here's gold,— go on ;

Be as a planetary plague, v/hen Jo^e
Will o'er feme high-vic'd city hang his poison

In the fick air : Let not thy fword Ikip one :

Pity not honour'd age for his white beard.

He is an usurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron
It is her habit only that is honeft,

Herfelf's a bawd: Let not the virgin's cheek
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for those milk-paps,

That through the window -lav/n bore at men's eyes.

Are not within the leaf of pity v/rit.

Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe,

Whose dimpl'd fmiles from fools exhauft their mercy

;

Think it a baftard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ihall cut.

And mince it flms remorfe : Swear againft objeds.

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes

;

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,

Nor fight of priefts in holy veftments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy foldiers :

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury fpent.

Confounded be thyfelf ! Speak not, be gone. [me,
Alc. Haft thou gold yet ? I'll take the gold thou giv'ft

5 them all in 9 conquer my Country
*5 window Barne But fet the throat

S 2
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Not all thy counfel. [thee

!

Tim. Doft thou, or doft thou not, heaven's curfe upon
Worn. Give us fomegold, good Timon ; Haft thou more?
Tim, Enough to make a v/hore forfwear her trade.

And to make whore a bawd. Hold up, you Huts,

Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable,

—

Although, I know, you'll fwear, terribly fwear,

Into ftrong fhudders, and to heavenly agues,

The immortal gods that hear you, — fpare youroathsy

I'll truft to your conditions : Be whores ftill

;

And he whose pious breath feeks to convert you.

Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up ;

Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke,

And be no turn-coats : Yet may your pains, fix months.
Be quite contrary : thatch your poor thin roofs

With burthens of the dead ;— fome that were hang'd.

No matter ;
— wear them, betray with them : whore ftill ; .

Paint 'till a horfe may mire upon your face,

A pox of wrinkles !

IVoin. Well, more gold;— What then?—
Believe't, that v/e'll do any thing for gold.

Tim. Confumptions fow

In hollow bones of man ; ftrike their ftiarp Ihins,

And mar men's fparring. Crack the lawyer's voice.

That he may never more falfe title plead.

Nor found his quillets Ihrilly : hoar the flamen.

That fcolds againft the quality of flefh,

And not believes himfelf : down with the nose,

Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away
Of him, that his particular not forefees,

Smelsforthegeneralweal: makecurl'd-pateruffiansbald;

And let the unfcar'd braggarts of the war

5 Whores contrary, And Thatch ^4- fpurring

^7 fcold'ft 30 particular to forefee
j Smels from the
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Derive fome pain from you : Plague all

;

That your aftivity may defeat and quell

The fource of all eredlion. There's more =|= gold :

Do you damn others, and let this damn you,

And ditches grave you all 1 \mon.

Worn. More counfel, with more money, bounteous 7V-

TiM, More whore, more mifchief firft ; I have given

y0 u earneft . [Ti?non ;

Alc, Strike up the drum towards Athens, Farewel,

If I thrive well, I'll visit thee again.

Tim, If 1 hope well, Pll never fee thee more.

Jlc, I never did thee harm.
Tim, Yes, thou fpok'fl: well of me.
Alc, Cairfl thou that harm ?

Tim, Men daily find it. Jfeence;

Get thee away, and take thy beagles with thee.

Aic, We but offend him.— Strike. [March,

[Exeunt Alcibiades, &c. Phr. andTrui,
Tim, That nature, being fick of man's unkindnefs.

Should yet be hungry : Common mother, thou

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breafl:.

Teems, and feeds all ; p tf)eu, whose felf-fame mettle.

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft,

Engenders the black toad, and adder blue.

The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom'd worm.
With all the abhorred births below crifp heaven
Whereon Hyperion s quick'ning fire doth fhine

;

Yield him, who all thy human fons doth hate.

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! [digs,

Enfear thy fertile and conceptions womb.
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man !

Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves, and bears

;

the humane Sonnes dp
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Teem with new monflers, whom thy upward face

Hath to the marble manfion all above

Never presented ! _ O, a root, Dear thanks

!

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ;

Whereof ingrateful man, with licorilh draughts.

And morfels undlious, greases his pure mind,
That from it all confideration flips 1_

Enter Apemantus.
More man ? Plague, plague I

A?E^ I was direfted hither : Men report.

Thou doft aff^cl my manners, and doft use them.

Tim, 'Tis then, because thou doft not keep a dog
Whom I would imitate: Confumption catch thee!

Jfe, This is in thee a nature but affeded ;

A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung

From change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place?

This flave-like habit ? and these looks of care ?

Thy flatterers yet wearfllk, drink wine, lyefoft;

Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not these weeds.

By putting on the cunning of a carper.

Be thou a flatterer now, and feek to thrive

By that which has undone thee : hindge thy knee,

And let his very breath, whom thoult observe,

Blow off thy cap ; praise his moft vicious ftrain.

And call it excellent : Thou wall told thus

;

Thou gav'ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome.
To knaves, and all approachers : 'Tis moft jufi:,

That thou turn rafcal; had'ft thou wealth again,

Rafcals fliould hav't. Do not afllime my likenefs.

Tim. Were I like thee, Td throw away myfelf.

Ate, Thou haft caft away thyfelf, being like thyfelf;

» Marbled »4 infeded of future. Woods
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A madman fo long, now a fool : What, think'ft

That the bleak air, thy boift'rous chamberlain.

Will put thy fhirt on warm ? will these moill trees,

That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels,

And fkip when thou point'fl out? will the cold brook,

Candy'd with ice, caudle thy morning tafte.

To cure thy o'er-night's furfeit? Call the creatures,—

Whose naked natures live in ail the fpite

Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks.

To the confliding elements expos'd,

Anfwer meer nature,— bid them flatter thee ;

O, thou fhalt find
—

TiM» A fool of thee : Depart.

JpE, I love thee better now than ere I did.

Tim, I hate thee worfe.

JpE. Why ?

Tim, Thou fiatter'll misery.

JpE, I flatter not; but fay, thou art a caitiff.

TTM. Why doft thou feek me out ?

JpE, To vex thee.

Tim, Always a villain's office, or a fool's.

Doit please thyfelf in't ?

JpE. Ay,
Tim. What a knave thou !

JpE. If thou did'ft put this four cold habit on
To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou
Doft it enforcedly ; thou'dfl: courtier be again,

Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery
Out-vies uncertain pomp, is crown'd before :

The one is filling ftill, never compleat

;

The other, at high wifh : Bed ftate, contentlefs,

Ilath a diflrailed and moil wretched being,

Knave too ? ^9 Qut-liv£s

S4
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Worfe than the woi'll, content.

Thou fhould'ft desire to dye, being miserable.

Tim, Not by his breath, that is more miserable*

Thou art a flave, whom fortune's tender arm
With favour never clafp'd ; but bred a dog.

Had'fl thou, like us, from our firft fwath, proceeded

Through fweet degrees that this brief world affords

To fuch as may the paflive drugs of it

Freely command, thou would'il haveplung'd thyfelf

In general riot ; melted dovv^n thy youth

In different beds of luft; and never learn'd

The icy precepts of refpeft, bat followed

The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf.

Who had the world as my confectionary

;

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employment

:

That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves

Do on the oak ; and with one winter's brufli

Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare

For every ftorm that blows : I to bear this.

That never knew but better, is fome burthen :

Thy nature did commence in fufferance, time

Hath made thee hard in't. Why fhould'fl thou hate men ?

They never flatter'd thee : What hail thou given ?

If thou wilt curfe, thy father, that poor rag,

Muft be thy fubjed; who in fpite put ftufF

To fome fhe beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ; be gone !

If thou had'fl not been born the worll: of men.
Thou hadfl been a knave, and flatterer.

Att., Art thou proud yet ?

TiM, Ay, that I am not thee.

7 The fweet 5 command'fl : ^ * Oake, have with
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Ape. T, that I was

No prodigal.
,

TTM. I, that I am one now :

Were all the wealth 1 have fhut up in thee,

I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.

That the whole life of Athens were in this I

Thus would I eat it. \gna<nj:iiig a Root.

Ape, Here, "|" I will mend thy feaft.

\thro^-wing him a Cruft.

Tim. Firft mend my company, take away thyfelf.

Ape., Sol lhall mend mine own, by the lack of thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botch'd;

If not, I would it were.

Ape. What would'ft thou have to Athens?

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt.

Tell them there, I have gold ; look, "f"fo I have-

Ape. Here is no ufe for gold.

TiM. The beft, and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm.
Ape. Where ly'ft o'nights, Timon F

7iM. Under that's above me. Where feed'ft thou o'

days, Apemantus ?

Ape. Where my llomach finds meat; or, rather, where
I eat it.

Tim. 'Would poison were obedient, and knew my
mind.

Ape. Where would'ft thou fend it ?

Tim. To fauce thy difhes.

Ape. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft,

but the extremity of both ends : When thou waft in thy

gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too much
ccurtefy ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis'd

mend thy company Si Cuiiofitie
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for the contrary. There's a ~[" medlar for thee, eat it.

T'/M. On what I hate I feed not.

Jfe. Doft hate a medlar ?

Tim, Ay, though it look like thee.

Ape. An thou hadll hated medlers fooner, thou
Ihould'il have lov'd thyfelf better now. What man
did'll thou ever know unthrift, that was belov'd after

his means ?

Tim, "Who, without those means thou talk'ft of, did'fl

thou ever know belov'd \

JpE. Myfelf
Tim. I underlland thee ; thou hadfl fome means to keep

a dog.

JpE. What things in the world canft thou nearefl

compare to thy flatterers ?

Tim. Women nearefl: ; but men, men are the things

themfelves. What would'H thou do with the world,

Ape77ia?itus^ if it lay in thy power?
Ape, Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men.
Tim, Would'ft thou have thyfelf fall in the confusion

of men, and remain a beafl with the beafts ?

Ape. Ay, Timon,

Tim, A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee

to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would be -

guile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat

thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would fufpe^l thee,

when, peradv^enture, thou wert accused by the afs : if

thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee, and
ftill thou liv'dft but as a brtakfaft to the wolf : if thou

wert the wolf, thy greedinefs would affli^l thee, and oft

thou Ihould'fl: hazard thy life for thy dinner : wert thou

the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and
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make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury : wert

,thou a bear, thou would'ft be kill'd by the horle ; wert

thou a horfe, thou would'ft be feiz'd by the leopard

;

wert thou a leopard, thou wert germane to the lion,

and the fpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life :

all thy fafety were remotion ; and thy defence, abfence.

What bead could'ft thou be, that were not fubjedl to a

beaft ? and what a beaft art thou already, that feeft not

thy lofs in tranfformation ?

Ape. If thou could'ft please me with fpeaking to me,
thou might'ft have hit upon it here : The common-wealth
of Athens is become a foreft of beafl s.

Tim. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou art

out of the city ?

v^p-E. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter: The
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch

it, and give way : When I know not what elfe to do,

ril fee thee again.

9"/M. When there is nothing living but thee, thou

fhalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than

Apemantus

.

Ape. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to fpit upon.
Ape. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curfe.

Tim. All villains, that do Hand by thee, are pure.

Ape. There is no leprofy, but what thou fpeak'ft.

Tim. If I name thee,

Fd beat thee, but T fhould infe6lmy hands.

Ape. I would my tongue could rot them off.

I'iM. Away, thou ifTue of a mangy dog !

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive
^

I fvvoon to fee thee.

He beate



68 Timon <?/ Athene.

JpE, 'Would thou would'ft burft.

Tim, Away,
Thou tedious rogue ! I am forry^ I lhall lose

A Hone by thee. [throiving at him.

JpE, Beaft 1

Tim, Slave

!

JpE, Toad!
Tim, Rogue, rogue, rogue!

[
Apemantus retreats hack'ward^ as going*

I am fick of this falfe world ; and will love nought.

But e'en the meer necefTities upon it.

Then, Ti?non, presently prepare thy grave ;

Lye where the light foam of the fea may beat

Thy grave-ftone daily : make thine epitaph.

That death in me at others' live^ may laugh.

O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce

\looking on the Gold,

'Twixt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler

Of Hymens pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars !

Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer.

Whose blulh doth thaw the confecrated fnovv

That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god.

That folder'ft clofe impolTibilities,

And mak^H them kifs ; that fpeak'fl: with every tongue,

To every purpose ! o thou touch of hearts,

Think, thy flave man rebels ; and by thy virtue

Set them into confounding odds, that beads

May have the world in empire !

Ape. 'Would 'twere fo ;— [ad'vancing^

But not 'till I am dead. — I'll fay thou haft gold :

Thou wilt be throng'd to Ihortly.

fm, Throng'd to ?

' ^ Sunne and fire
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Ate. Ay.
Tim, Thy back, T pr'ythee.

Ate» Live, and love thy misery !

Tim, Long live fo, and fo dye !_^o, I am quit.

[^;^'// ApEM ANTUS.
More things like men ? Eat, Timon, and abhor them.

Enter certain Thieves.

1. 7*. Where Ihould he have this gold ? It is fome
poor fragment, fome flender ort of his remainder : The
meer want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends,

drove him into this melancholy.

2. T, It is nois'd, he hath a mafs of treasure.

3. T. Let us make the afTay upon him ; if he care not

for't, he will fupply us easily ; Jf he covetoufly reserve

it, how fhall's get it ?

2. T, True; for he bears it not about him, 'tis hid,

1. T, Is not this he ?

The, Where?
2. T, 'Tis his defcription.

3. T, He; I know him.

The. Save thee, Timon,

Tim. Now, thieves ?

The. Soldiers, not thieves.

Tim. Both, both; and women's fons.

The, We are not thieves, but men that much do want.
Tim. Your greateft want is, you want much of men.

Why fhould you want? Behold, the earth hath roots

;

Within this mile break forth a hundred fprings :

The oaks bearmaft, the briars fcarlet hips ;

The bounteous huswife, nature, on each bufh

Lays her full mefs before you. Want ? why want ?

I . T. We cannot five on grafs, on berries, water,

^ abhorre then, v. Note. Both too, and of meat
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As beafls, and birds, and fifhes. [fifhes;

Tim, Nor on the beafts themfelves, the birds, and
You muft eat men. Yet thanks I mufl you con.

That you are thieves profeil; that you work not

In holier fhapes : for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profeffions. Rafcal thieves,

Here's =^ gold : Go, fuck the fubtle blood o'the grape^

'Till the high fever feeth your blood to froth, -

And fo 'fcape hanging : truft not the physician ;

His antidotes are poison, and he flays

More than you rob : take vv^ealth and lives together

;

13o villany, do, fmce you proteft to do't,

Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery :

The fun's a thief, and with his great attradion

Robs the vail fea ; the moon's an arrant thief.

And her pale fire flie fnatches from the fun ;

The fea'"s a thief, whose liquid furge resolves

The earth into fait tears ; the earth's a thief.

That feeds and breeds by a compolluie ftoln

From general excrement : each thing's a thief

;

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourfelves ; away ;

Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats

;

All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go.

Break open Ihops ; for nothing can you ileal.

But thieves do lose it : Steal not lefs, for this

I give you ; and gold confound you howfoe'er

!

Amen. [retiring to^jards his Ca^ve,

3. H'as almoft charm'd me from my profelTion, by
perfuading me to it.

I. T, 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus

advises us, not to have us thrive in our miilery.

*S The Moone into H'as uncheck'd
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2. T, I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over

my trade.

\. Let us firft fee peace in Athens,

2. There is no time fo miserable, but a man may
be true. \Exeunt Thieves.

Enter Steward.

^te, O you gods

!

Is yon defpis'd and ruinous man my lord?

Full of decay and failing ? O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bellow'd

!

C^f)rt what an alteration of honour

Has defperate want made !

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends.

Who can bring noblefl minds to bafell: ends

!

How rarely does it meet with this time's guise.

When man was vvifh'd to love his enemies

:

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mifchief me, than those that do.

H'as caught me in his eye : I will present

My honeft grief unto him ; and, as my lord,

Still ferve him with my life— Mydeareil: mailer!

Tim, Away ! what art thou ?

Ste, Have you forgot me, fir ?

Tim. Why doll afk that ? 1 have forgot all men ;

Then, if thou grant'll thou'rt a man, Tve forgot thee.

Ste. An honeft poor fervant of yours.

Tim. ii^ap, then

I know thee not : I ne'er had honeft man
About me, I ; all tpat I kept were knaves.

To ferve in meat to villains.

^te. The gods are witnefs,

Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief
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For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. [I love thee^

Tim, What, doft thou weep ?— Come nearer :
— then

Because thou art a woman, and difclaim'ii

Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give.

But thorough lull, and laughter* Pity's fleeping :

Strange times, thatweep with laughing, not with weeping.
^te. 1 beg of you to know me, my good lord.

To accept my grief, and, whilft this poor "|" wealth lads,

To entertain me as your fleward ftill.

TiM, Had I a ileward tljen, fo true, fo juft,

And now fo comfortable ? It almoft turns

My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold

Thy face : Surely, this man was born of woman
Forgive my general and exceptlefs rafhnefs,

Perpetual-fober gods ! I do proclaim

One honeft man,— miftake me not, but one ;

No more, I pray ^ou,~*and he is a Ileward

How fain would I have hated all mankind.
And thou redeem'ft thyfelf : But all, fave thee>

I fell with curfes.

Methinks, thou art more honefl now, than wise

;

For, by oppreffing and betraying me,

Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice :
*

For many fo arrive at fecond mailers.

Upon their firll lord's neck. But tell me true,

(For I muft ever doubt, though ne'er fo fure)

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous,

Is't not a usuring kindnefs ; and as rich men deal gifts^

Expelling in return twenty for one ?

Sie. No, my mofc worthy mailer,— in whose breaft

Doubt and fufpedl, alas, are plac'd too late :

You Ihould have fear'd falfe times, when you did fcaft'

's You per- *3 jf not
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Sufpecl flill comes where an eflate is leaft.

That which I Ihevv, heaven knows, is meerly Jove,

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind,

Care of your food and living :

And, Ot believe it, my moft honour'd lord,

For any benefit that points to me,

Either in hope, or present, Pd exchange't

For this one wifh. That you had power and wealth

To requite me, by making rich yourfelf,

Tim, Look ye, 'tis fo !— Thou fmgly honeft man,

Here, =f take ; the gods out of my misery

Have fent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy :

But thus conditioned ; Thou fhalt build from men ;

Hate all, curfe all: fhew charity' to none ;

But let the famifh'd fiefh Hide from the bone,

Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs

V/hat thou deny 'ft to men ; let prisons fwallow 'em.

Debts wither 'em to nothing : Be men like blafted woods.

And may diseases lick up their falfe bloods 1

And fo, farcvvel, and thrive.

Ste, O, let me ftay,

And comfort you, my mafter.

Tim, If thou hat'ft curfes,

Stay not ; hut fly, whilft thou art bleft and free :

Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee.

ACT V.
S CENE I, The fame. Before Timon's Cai>e,

Enter Poet, and Painter ; Timon behind, tmfeen,

Pai, As I took note of the place, it cannot be fiir

«o Looke thee, Pla's fent

Vol. VIII. T
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where he abides.

Poe. What's to be thought ofhim ? Does the rumour
hold for true, that he's fo full of gold ?

Pai, Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia and 7v
mandra\2A gold of him : he likewise enrich'd poorftrag-

ling foldiers with great quantity : 'Tis faid, he gave unto

his fteward a mighty fum.

Poe. Then this breaking of his has been but a try

for his friends.

Pai^ Nothing elfe : you fhall fee him a palm in

Athens again, and flourilh with the higheft. Therefore,

'tis not amifs, we tender our loves to him, in this fup-

pos'd diftrefs of his : it will fhew honeftly in us ; and

is very likely to load our purposes with what they travel

for, if it be a juft and true report that goes of his

having.

Poe, What have you now to present unto him ?

Pai, Nothing at this time but my visitation : only I

v/ill promise him an excellent piece.

Poe. I mufl ferve him fo too ; tell him of an intent

that's coming toward him.

Pai. Good as the beft. Promising is the very air

o'the time ; it opens the eyes of expedation : per-

formance is ever the duller for his ad: ; and, but in the

plainer and fimpler kind of people, the deed of faying

is quite out of ufe. To promise is moft courtly and

fafliionable: performance is a kind of will, or teftament;

which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment that

makes it.

Tim, " Excellent workman ! Thou canft not paint'*

**a man fo bad as is thyfelf.

"

Poe. I am thinking, what I fhall fay I have pro-
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Vided for him : It muft be a perfonating of hlmfelf

:

a fatyr againft the foftnefs of profperity ; with a dif-

covery of the infinite flatteries, that follow youth and

opulency.

Tim. " Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine
'*

own work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other
"

men ? Do fo, I have gold for thee*"

Pai, Nay, let's feek him :

Then do we fin againft our own eftate,

When we may profit meet, and come too late.

Poe, True

;

When the day ferves, before black-corner*d night.

Find what thou want'ft by free and ofFer'd light.

\^going towards the Ca<ve.

TTM, " Pll meetyou at the turn. What a god's gold,
"

That he is worfhip'd in a bafer temple,

Than where fwine feed !

"

'Tis thou that rig'ft the bark, and plow'H the foam ;

Setrft admired reverence in a fiave :

"

To thee be worfhip ! and thy faints for aye "

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey !"

Tit I tJO meet them. " himjelf in their Way,
Poe. Hail, worthy Timon

:

Pai, Our late noble m after.

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft men ?

Poe. Sir,

Having often of your open bounty tafted.

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends falFn off,

Whose thanklefs natures —O abhorred fpirits 1

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough-'
W^hat ! to you

!

Whose ftarlike noblenefs gave life and influence

* Poet, Nay Painter, True *° wor/liipt

T 7,
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To their whole being [ I am rapt, and cannot cover

The monllrous bulk of this ingratitude

With any fize of words.

TTM. Let it go naked, men may fee't the better :

You, that are honell, by being what you are.

Make them bed feen, and known.
Pai, He, and myfelf,

Have travel'd in the great ihower of your gifts,

And fweetly fek it.

Tim, Ay, you are honeft men.

Pai. We are hither come to offer you our fervice.

TTM. Moft honeft men ! Why, how fhall I requite you?

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no.

both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice.

Tim. You're ho nefl:men lYou'veheardthatl havegold;

T am fure, you have; fpeak truth : you're honeft men.
Pai. So it is faid, my noble lord : but therefore

Came not my friend, and I.

Tim. Good honeft men : — Thou draw'Il a counterfeit

Beft in dXX Athens: thou'rt, indeed, the belt;

Thou counterfeit'ft moft lively.

Pai. So, fo, my lord.

Tim. Ev'n fo, fir, as I fay :_ And, for thy fiftion,

Why, thy verfe fwells with Huff fo fine and fmooth,

That thou art even natural in thine art. ^
But, for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends,

I mull needs fay, you have a little fault

:

Marry, 'tis not monftrous in you ; neither wifh 1,

You take much pains to mend.
hoib. Befeech your honour,

To make it known to us.

Tim. You'll take it ill.
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iuih, Moft thankfully, my lord,

^fiM, Will you, indeed ?

both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

7*/M, There's ne'er a one of you but trufts a knave.

That mightily deceives you.

both. Do we, my lord ?

Tim, Ay, and you hear him cog, fee him di/Temble,

Know his grofs patchery ; ^et love him, feed him,

Keep in your bosom : yet remain aiTur'd,

That he's a made-up villain.

PaL T know none fuch, my lord.

Poe, NorT.
T'iM. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold,

Rid me these villains from your companies :

Hang them, or flab them, drown them in a draught.

Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me,
riJ give you gold enough.

Soth^ Name them, my lord, let's knov/ them.

Tim, You that way,—.and you "I" this, —not two in

Each man apart, all fmgle and alone, [company;
Yet an arch-villain keeps him com.pany.^
Jf, where thou art, two villains Ihall not be.

Come not near him : _ If thou would'fl not reside

But where one villain is, then him"|~ abandon
Hence ! pack ! there's"!" gold, you came for gold, ye fiaves

;

You have work for m.e, there is "j" payment : Hence !

You are an alchymift, make gold of'f" that:

_

Out, rafcal dogs \ [Exa, beating them out,

" SCENE \L rhejame.

Enter Steward, and t^o Senators.

Ste, It is lit vain, that you would fpeak with Thnon ;

'9 this :
J
But two
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For he is fet fo only to himfelf,

That nothing, but himfelf, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.

1. iS. Bring us to his cave :

Jt is our part, and promise to the Athenians^

To fpeak with Timon,

2, S. At all times alike

Men are not Hill the fame : 'Twas time, and griefs.

That framed him thus : time, with his fairer hand.

Offering the fortunes of his former days,

The former man may make him : Bring us to him,

And chance it as it may.
Ste, Here ~|" is his cave

Peace and content be here ! LordTimofi, Tifnoriy

Look out, and fpeak to friends : The Atbeniansy

By two of their mofc reverend fenate, greet thee

;

Speak to them, noble Timon,

Enter TwxO-i^, [behang'd:

T/M. Thou fun, that comfort' ft, burn!— Speak, and
For each true word, a blifter I and each falfe

Be cancerizing to the root o' the tongue,

Confuming it with fpeaking

!

I . Worthy Timon, —
Tim. Of none bpt fuch as you, and you of Timon.

1 . 5. The fenators of Atheiis greet thee, Timon :

Tim, I thank them ; and would fend them back the

Could I but catch it for them. [plague,

1.6'. O, forget

What v/e are forry for ourfelves in thee :

The fenators, with one confent of love,

Intreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought

On fpecial dignities, which vacant lye

'9 comforts Be as a Cantheiizing
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For tliy bell ufe and wearing.

2. «S. They confefs,

Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general, grofs

:

But now the publick body, — which doth feldom

Play the recanter, feeling in itfelf

A lack of Timon^s aid, hath fenfe withal

Of it'3 own fail, retraining aid to TimQ7t

;

And fends forth us, to make their forrows' tender^

Together with a recompence more fruitful

Then their offence can weigh down by the dram ;

Ay, even fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth.

As (hall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs^

And write in thee the figures of their love^

Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it

;

Surprize me to the very brink of tears :

Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes.

And I'll beweep these comforts, worthy fenators.

I . S, Therefore, fo please thee to return with us.

And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take

The captainfhip, thou lhalt be met with thanks,

Allow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority : fo foon we lhall drive back
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ;

Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up
His country's peace

:

'I. S. And lhakes his threatening fword
Againft the walls of Athens,

1 . 6". Therefore, Timon, —
TiM. Well, fir, I will ; therefore I will, fir ; Thus,—

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,

JLet Alcibiades know this of Timony

^ Which now ^ fince 7 fall * forrowcd render

T4
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That T'lmcn cares not. But if he {2izV{^\x Athens,

And take our goodly aged men by the beards.

Giving our holy virgins to the Hain

Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd war ;

Then let him know, and, tell him, Timon fpeaks it.

In pity of our aged, and our youth,

I cannot choose but tell him,— that T care not.

And let him take't at worft ; for their knives care not.

While you have throats to anfwer : for myfelf.

There's not a whittle in the unruly camp.

But I do prize it at my love, before

The reverend'ft throat in Athens. So I leave you

To the protection of the profperous gods,

As thieves to keepers.

Ste, Stay not, all's in vain.

Tim, Why, I was writing of my epitaph,

It will be feen to-morrow ; My long ficknefs

Of health, and living, now begins to mend,

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live Hill;

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his,

And laft fo long enough !

I. 6". We fpeak in vain.

Tim, But yet I love my country ; and am not

One that rejoices in the common wreck,

As common bruit doth put it

:

1 . 5. That's well fpoke.

Tim, Commend me tomy lovingcountrymen,--[them.

1. These words becomeyourlips as they pafs through

2. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

TiM, Commend me to them

;

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs.
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Their fears ofhoftile ftrokes, their aches, loiTes,

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes

That nature's fragil veffel doth fuftain

In life's uncertain voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them,

ril teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath,

I. 6*. I like this well, he will return again.

Tim, I have a tree, which grows here in my clofe.

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down.
And fhortly muft I fell it; Tell my friends.

Tell Athens^ in the fequence of degree.

From high to low throughout, that whofo' please

To Hop afHidion, let him take his hafle.

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe.

And hang himfelf: I pray you, do my greeting, [him,

Ste, Trouble him no further, thus you ftill lhall find

Tim, Come not to me again : but fay to Athens^

Timon hath made his everlafting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the fait flood.

Which once a day v/ith his embofTed froth

The turbulent furge lhall cover ; thither come.

And let my grave-flone be your oracle.

Lips, let four words go by, and language end :

What is amifs, plague and infection mend !

Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain I

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign.

[£-;*r/VTiMON.

1 . iS. His difcontents are unremoveably
Coupl'd to 1)10 nature.

2. 5. Our hope in him is dead : let us return.

And drain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.

1 .
6". It req uires fvvift foot. \Exeunt^

4
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SCENE m. Athens. J Council-Chamber.

, Enter t^vo Senators, and a MefTenger.

1. S, Thou haft painfully difcoverM ; Are his files

As full as thy report ?

Mef T have fpoke the leaft :

Beftdes, his expedition promises

Present approach.

2. S. We ftandmuch hazard, if they bring notTimon,

Me/, I met a courier, one mine ancient friend;—
And, though in general part we were oppos'd.

Yet our old love had a particular force,

And made us fpeak like friends •.—this man was riding

From Alcibiades to Timons cave.

With letters of entreaty, which imported

His fellowfhip i'the cause againft your city,

In part for his fake mov'd.

I . S, Here come our brothers.

Enter Senators, yr<7w Timon.
1 . S. No talk of Timouy nothing of him expefl

;

The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful fcouring

Doth choak the air with dull : In, and prepare;

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the fnare. [Exeunt^

SCENE IV. rhe Woods. ArudeTombfeen.
Enter a Soldier, Timon.

SoL By all defcription, this fiiould be the place.

Who's here ? fpeak, ho ! No anfwer ? — What is this ?

S^fpying the Tomb.

Timon is dead, he hath out-ftretch'd his fpan.

Some beaft rear'd this ; here does not live a man.
Dead, fure ; and this his grave. What's on this tomb \

" Whom though love made a

5° dead, who hath 3» read this ; There
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I cannot read ; the charadler I'll take

With wax : [applying a njjaxen Table.

Our captain hath in every figure Ikill ;

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days :

Before proud Athens he's fet down by this.

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit.

SCENE V. Before the Walls ^Athens,
Trumpets . Enter Alcibiades, and Forces.

Alc. Sound to this coward and lafcivious town
Our terrible approach. [Parley founded.

Enter Senators, &;c. upon the Walls,

'Till now you have gone on, and filPd the time

With all licentious measure, making your v/ills

The fcopeof juftice ; 'till now myfelf, and fuch

As flept within the lhadow of your power.

Have wander'd with our traverfl arms, and breath'd

Our fuiferance vainly : Now the time is flufh.

When crouching marrow, in the bearer ftrong.

Cries, of itfelf. No more : now breathlefs wrong
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of ease ;

And purfy infolence fliall break his wind,

With fear, and horrid flight.

1. S, Noble, and young.

When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit.

Ere thou had'ft power, or we had cause of fear,

We fent to thee ; to give thy rages balm.

To wipe out our ingratitudes with loves

Above their quantity.

2. S, So did we woo
Tranfformed Timon to our city's love,

By humble mefTage, and by promis'd 'mends *

Ingratitude, 3* promift meanes
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We were not all unkind, nor all deserve

The common ilroke of war,

1. S*. These walls of ours

Were not ere6led by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they fuch,

That these great towers, trophies, and fchools fhould fall

For private faults in them.

2. Nor are they living,

Who were the motives that you firft went out; •

Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excefs

Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord.

Into our city with thy banners fpred :

By decimation, and a tythed death,

(If thy revenges hunger for that food.

Which nature loaths) take thou the deftin'd tenth %

And by the hazard of the fpotted dye,

Let dye the fpotted.

1 . 5*. All have not offended ;

For those that were, it is not fquare, to take,

On those that are, revenge : crimes, like to lands,

Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman.

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage :

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin.

Which, in the bluftcrof thy wrath, muft fall

With those that have offended ; like a ihepherd

Approach the fold, and cull the infedled forth.

But kill not all ^together.

2. S. What thou wilt.

Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy fmile.

Than hew to't with thy fword.

u S. Set but thy foot

Againfl our rampir'd gates, and they fhall ope

;

5 greefe s
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So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before.

To fay, thou'lt enter friendly.

2. «S. Throw thy glove.

Or any token of thine honour elfe,

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redrefs.

And not as our confusion, All thy powers

Shall make their harbour in our town, 'till we
Have feaPd thy full desire.

Alc, Then, there's my "j" glove;

Defcend, and open your uncharged ports :

Those enemies of Timon and mine own,
Whom you yourfelves lhall fet out for reproof.

Fall, and no more : and, — to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning, —not a man
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the ftream

Of regular juftice in your city's bounds,

But lhall be remedy'd by your publick laws

At heavieft anfwer.

Sen. 'Tis moft nobly fpoken.

Jlc. Defcend, and keep your words.

Senators comefrom the Walls, and deliucr

their Keys to Alcibiades.

Enter Soldier.

SoL My noble general, Timon is dead ;

Intomb'd upon the very hem o'the fea :

And, on his grave-llone, thisy infculpture ; which
With wax I brought away, whose foft impreinon

Interpreteth for my poor ignorance.

Alc. [reads.] Here lies a ^vretched corfe^ of ^I'cfchcd

foul bereft :

Seek not my name : A plague confume you ^vichd cahifs

left!

Int^»vpret3
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Here lie I Timon ; alive, all Having men did
hate

:

Pa/s hy^ a?id curfe thy fill ; hut pafs, and fiay not here

thy gate.

These well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits :

Though thou abhor'dft in us our human griefs,

Scorn'dft our brine's flow, and those our droplets which
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune ^tt^ for aye

On thy low grave._ On : faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory
Hereafter more. Bring me into your city,

And I will use the olive with my fword

:

Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war ; make each
Prefcribe toother, as each other's leach.

Let our drums ftrike. \Exeunt,

7 Braines »o v. Note^
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^bns represented.

Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, and Commander

:

Marcus, bis Brother :

Lucius, 1

Boy, Son to Lucius

:

Gentleman, of their Houfe,

^milius, a noble Roman ;

i^o other noble Romans ;

a Captain, Tribune, Mejfenger, and Clonjjn, Romans,

Aaron, a Moor, her Paramour,

three noble Goths.

Tamora, ^ieen of the Goths.

Lavinia, Titus' Daughter,

a Nurfe,

Alarbus, Son to Tamora : a black Child,

Gentlemen Titus' Houfe : Senators, Sec. Romans-
Guards, Oficers, Soldiers, and Attendants,

Chiron, and
Demetrius,

Sons to Tamora :

Romans and Goths.

Scene, Rome ; and Parts adjacent.



TITUS ANDRONICUS.

ACT 1.

SCENE I. Rome. Place before the Capitol ;

in it, the Tomb of the Andronici* Senators, &c. aloft

;

a great Cro^d belouo : Enter Saturninus, and his

Follonvers, on one Side ; and Bassianus, and his, on

the other ; ^ith Drum and Colours*

SjiT. Noble patricians, patrons of my right,

Defend the jullice of my cause with arms ;

And, countrymen, my loving followers,

Plead my fuccelfive title with your fwords

:

I am his firft-born fon, that was the laft

That ware the imperial diadem of Rome

;

Then let my father's honours live in me.
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity, [right,

B^s, Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of my
If ever Bajjianus, Casars fon.

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,

Keep then this paffage to the capitol ;

And fufFer not difhonour to approach

The imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,

To juftice, continence, and nobility :

But let desert in pure eledion fhine ;

Vol. VIIL U
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And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice;

Enter, among the Senators, aloft^

Marcus Andronicus.
Mak . Princes,— that ftrive by fa6lions,andby friend^>

Ambitioufly for rule and empery,

—

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we fland

A fpecial party, have., by common voice.

In fair eleftion for the empery.

Chosen Anurovicus, furnamed jPi«/

For many good and great deserts to ^^j/^/^-;

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within the city walls :

He by the fenate is accited home.
From weary warsagainft the barbarous Goths \

That, with his fons, a terror to our foes.

Hath yoak'd a ration ftrong, train'd up in arms*

Ten years are fpcnt, fince firfl he undertook

This cause of Rome, and chaflised with arms

Our enemies' pride : Five times he hath returned

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons

In cofRns from the field ;

And now at laft, ladien with honour's fpoils>

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,

Renowned Titus, flourifhing in arms.

Let lis intreat, — By honour of his name,

Whom v\orthily you would have now fucceedeH

;

And in the capitol and fenate's right.

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

—

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ;

Difirifs your followers, and, as fuiters fhould.

Plead your deserts in peace and humblenefs.

^Ar, How fair th^ tribune fpeaks to calmmy thoughts!

8 the Romainc Emperit
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Bjs. Marcus Andronicusy fo I do affy

tn thy aprightnefs and integrity,

And fo 1 love and honour thee, and thine.

Thy noble brother Titus, and his fons.

And her, to whom my thoughts are humbl'd all>

Gracious La^inia, Rome^s rich ornament,

That I will here difmifs my loving friends

;

And to my fortunes, and the people^s favour.

Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd.

l^Exeunt Follongers of Baflianus*

Sat. Friendsj that have been thus forward in my rights

I thank you all, and here difmifs you all

;

And to the love and favour of my country

Commit myfelf, my perfon, and the cause.

[Exeunt FollciAjers £/^Saturninus*

Rome, be as jull and gracious unto me,
As I am confident and kind to thee

Open the gates, tnbnne0, and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.

[Sat* and

^

as* wuith a fenjo, afcend the Capitol 'y

and Exeunt, ixjith Senators, and NIakcv s,

SCENE 11. rhefame.

Tyujnpet* Enter a Captain, and Others,

Cap, Romans, make way ; The good Andronicus,

Patron of virtue$ Rome's bell champion,

SuccefTful in the battles that he fights.

With honour and with fortune is return'd.

From where he circumfcribed with his fvvord.

And brought to yoak, the enemies of Rome,

Flourifh of Trumpets, &c.

Enter certain of the Troops £/' Titus, marching

U 1
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Jlo^Jy, ihenMvTivs, and Makt i^^s, ahrea/;
after ihem, Ferfons hearing a Coffin^ coi>er'd iXiith

black', then Quintus, Lucius; aiid then
TitusAndronicus; Offieers hehmd: After thenij

Tamora, ^vith Alarbus, Chiron, andV>^y[^^
TRius, her Sons, Aaron, and other Goths, Pri-
soners', Soldiers^ and People, follo^jjing. Bearers Jet

donjjn the Cofin, and Titus ad'uances.

Tit, Hail, Rofne, vidlorious in thy mourning weeds
Lo, as the bark, that hath difcharg'd her fraught^

Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at firft fhe weigh'd her anchorage,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs^

To refalute his country with his tears.

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.^
Thou great defender of this capitol.

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! —

.

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons,

Half of the number that king Priam had.

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead :

These, thatfurvive, \ti Rome rQ^2ixd. with love;

These, that I bring unto their lateft home.
With burial amongft their anceftors

:

Here Goths have given me leave to Iheath my fword,

Titus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own,
"Why fufFer'H thou thy foYis, unbury'd yet.

To hover on the dreadful fhore oi Styx —
Make way to lay them by their bretheren

[Tomb opened.

There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,

And fleep in peace, flain in your country's wars I

O facred receptacle of my joys,

'° his fraught
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Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

How many fons of minehafl thou in ftore.

That thou wilt never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudefl prisoner of the Goths %

That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile,

j^d manesfratrum facrifice his flefh.

Before this earthly prison of their bones

;

That fo the ihadows be not unappeas'd,

Nor we diilurb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tir, I give him you ; the nobiell that furvives.

The eldeft fon of this diftrefTed queen.

[gi^ving them Alarbus,«

Tam, Stay, brethren ; Gracious conqusror^^

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I fhed,

A mother's tears in paffion for her fon :

And., if thy fons were ever dear to thee,

O think my fon to be as dear to me.
Su'fRceth n.ot, that we are brought to Rome^

To beautify thy triumphs, and return,

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoak

;

But mull my fons be flacighter'd in the flreets^

For valiant doings in their country's cause ?

O, if to fight for king and common-weal
¥/ere piety in thine, it is in these.

Andronicus^ (lain not thy tomb with blood

:

Wilt thou draw near the natiire of the gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful

:

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge ;

Thrice-noble Titus, fpare my firft-born fon.

Tit:. Patient yourfelf, madam, and pardon me^
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld

Alive/ and dead ; and, for their bretiiren (lain,

manm
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Rellgioufly they afk a facrifice:

To this your Ton is mark'd; and dye he mufl.

To appease their groaning lhadows that are gone,

Luc, Away with him ! and make a fire ftraight

;

And with our fwords, upon a pile of wood,
Let's hew his limbs, 'till they be clean confum'd.

[Exeunt Sons ivith Alarbus,

TjiM. O cruel irreligious piety I

Chi, Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ?

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome,

Alarhus goes to reft ; and we furvive.

To tremble under Titus' threatning look :

Then, madam, ftand resolv'd ; but hope withal,

The felf-fame gods, that arm'd the queen of T^roy

'Vyith opportunity of (harp revenge

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent,

May favour Tamora, the queen of Gothsy

(When Goths were Goths^ and Tamora was queen)

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter Sons, <vjith their S'words bloody,

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have perform'd

Our Roman rites : Alarbus* limbs are lopt,

And entrails feed the facrificing fire.

Whose fmoke, like incenfe, doih perfume the fky.

Remaineth nought, but to interr our brethren,

And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome,

Tit. Let it be fo ; and let Andronicus

Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.

\Solemn and warlike Mustek,

Coffin lay^d into the Temb'^

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons

;

Rome^s readieft champions, repose you here.

3» here in reft,
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Secure fron> worldly chances and mifhaps 5

Here lurks no treason, here no envy fwells,

Here grow no damned grudges ; here no ftorms,

No noise, but filence and eternal fleep

:

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons

!

Enter Lavinia, attended.

La V, In peace and honour live lord Titus long

;

My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo, at ^his tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethren's obfequies

;

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears ofjoy

Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome :

O, blefs me here with thy viclorious hand,

Whose fortunes Rom/s beft citizens applaud.

Tit, Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly reserv'd

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart! —
La^uinia, live; out-live thy father's days.

In fame's eternal date for virtue's praise !

Enter, from the Capitol, Marcus Andronicus,
Saturninus, Bassianus, and Others,

Mar, Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother.

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome !

Tir, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble -brother M-^rrr///.

Mar. And welcome, nephews, frorn fuccelTful wars^

You that furvive, and you that fleep in fame

!

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all.

That in your country'? fervice drew your fwords :

But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp

;

That hath afpir'd to Solon's happinefs.

And triumphs over chance in honour's bed
Titus Andronicui, the people of Rome,

"^hose friend in juftice thou haft ever beenj

' S And Fames

V K
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Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truft,

This
"I" paliiament of white and fpotlefs hue

;

And name thee in election for the empire,

With these our late-deceafed emperor's fons :

Be candidatus then, and put it on.

And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome.

Tit, A better head her glorious body fits,

Than his, that (hakes for age and feeblenefs

:

What fhould I don this robe, and trouble you ?

Be chose with proclamations to day;

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life,

And fet abroad new businefs for you all ?

Rofne, I have been thy foldier forty years.

And led my country's ftrength fuccelTfulIy

;

And bury'd one and twenty valiant fons.

Knighted in £eld, flain manfully in arms,

In right and fervice of their noble country

:

Give me a ftaff of honour for mine age,

But not a fcepter to controul the world ;

Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft.

Mjj^, Titus, thou (halt obtain and afk the empery.

Suit. Proud and ambitious tribune, canft thou tell P

Til". Patience, prince Saturnine.

SAt. Romans^ do me right ; —
Patricians, draw your fwords ; and fheath them not,

*Till Saturninuj be Rome's emperor : _
Androtiicus, 'would thou wert fliipt to hell,

Rather than rob me of the people's hearts.

Lvc, Proud Saturnine! interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to thee !

T^r. Content thee, prince ; I will rellore to thee

The people's hearts, and wean them from themfelves.

'° chofen -3 Sat^mivus
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Bas, Andronicus, T do not flatter thee,

But honour thee, and will do 'till I dye :

My fadlion if thou ftrengthen with thy friends^

I will moft thankful be ; and thaTiks, to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed.

Tir, People of Ro)ne, and people's tribunes here,

I afk your voices and your fuffrages

;

Will you bellow them friendly on Ajidroniai^?

Tri. To gratify the good JncJronicusy

And gratulate his fafe return to Rome,

The people will accept whom he admits.

Tir. Tribunes, I thank you : and this fait I make.
That you create your emperor's eldeft fon,

Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope,

Refle6l on Rcme^ as TV/z^/z's rays on earth.

And ripen juilice in this common-weal

:

Then, if you will ele6l by my advice,

Crown him ; and fay, Long li^e our emperor !

Mar* With voices and applause of every fort.

Patricians, and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus Rome's great emperor.

And fay, Longliue our emperor Saturnine !

\FloiiriJh ; and Shouts of. Long live, &C.

Sat, Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done
To us in our eledlion this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts.

And will with deeds requite thy genclenefs :

And, foranonfet, Titus^ to advance
Thy name, and honourable family,

La^jinia will I make my emperefs,

Rome's royal miflrefs, miftrefs of my hear^^^

And in the facred Pantheon her efpouse ;

3 friend,
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Tell me, Amhcyucuij doth this motion please thee ?

Tir. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this matcli^

I hold me highly honour'd of your grace.

And here, in fight of Rome^ to Saturnine,-^

King and commander of our common-weal,
Th^ wide world's emperor, — do I confecrate

My fword, my chariot, and my prisoners \

Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord :

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe.

Mine honour's enligns humbl'd at thy feet.

Sat:. Thanks, noble T/V^^j, father of my life I

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,

Rome lhall record ; and, when I do forget

The leaft of these unfpeakable deserts,
/

Romans^ forget your fealty to me.

Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor

;

\tQ Tamora.
To him that, for your honour and your ftate.

Will u$e you nobly, and your followers.

5^r. A goodly lady, truft me ; of the hue"
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. "

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance

;

Though chance ofwar hath wrought this change of cheeri
Thou com'ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome

:

Princely fhall be thy usage every way.

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent

Daunt all yopr hopes : Madam, he comforts you.

Can make you greater than the queen of Goths, ^
La^inia, you are no^ difpleas'd with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; fith true nobility

Warrants these words in princely courtefy.

Sat. Thanks^ fweet Lai/inia— Romans^ let us go i
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Ranfomlefs here we fet our prisoners free :

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.
\Flourip?, Saturninus addrejfes Tamora.

Bab. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine.

[feizing Lavinia.

7/r. How, fir! Are you in earneft then, my lord?

Bas. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal,

To do myielf this reason and this right.

M4R . Suum cuique, is our Roman ]yxMQt i

This prince in juftice feizeth but his own.
Luc, And that he will, and fhall, if LuciusVive,

TiT' Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's

Treason, my lord; Lwvinia is furpriz'd. [guard;—
Sat, Surpriz'd ! By whom ?

Bas, By him that juftly may
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.

\_Exit, bearing off l^AVi-^iA ; Marcus, and
Titus' So?is, guarding them ; Mutius Iqfl»

MxjT, Brothers, help to convey her hence away.
And with my fword I'll keep this door fafe.

TiT, Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back,

Mur. My lord, you pafs not here.

Tir. What, villain boy I \ajfailing him.

Bar'fl: me my way in Rome?
Mur, Help, Luciusy help ! {falls, and dies.

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc, My lord, you are unjufl ; and, more than fo.

In wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon,

Tir, Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine;
My fons would never fo difhonour me :

Traitor, reftore La<vinia to the emperor.
Luc, Dead, if you will ; but not ]to be his wife.
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That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit.

Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her aot.

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock :

ni truft, by leisure, him that mocks me once

;

Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons.

Confederates all thus to difhonour me.
Was there none elfe in Rome to make a ftale of,

^\xt Saturnine P Full well, Andronicus,

Agree these deeds, with that proud brag of thine,

That faid'ft, I beg'd the empire at thy hands.

TiT, Omonftrous! what reproachful words are th-ese?

S4T. But go thy ways, go, give that changing piece

To him that flourlfh'd for her with his fvvord ;

A valiant fon-in-law thou fhalt enjoy ;

One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,

To rufHe in the common-wealth of Ro?ne,

Tir. These words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sai\ And therefore, lovely Ta??iora, queen of Goths^^

That, like the ftately Phoebe 'mongll her nymphs,
Doft over-fhine the gallant'ft dames of Rome

,

—
Jf thou be pleas'd with this my fudden choice.

Behold, I choose thee, Ta?nora^ for my bride.

And will create thee emperefs of Rome,

Speak, queen of Goths ^ doft thou applaud my choicje ?

And here I fwear by all the Roman gods, —
Sith prieft and holy water are fo near.

And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing

In readinefs for Hymemeus ftands, —
I will notrefalute the ftreets of Rome,

Or climb my palace, 'till from forth this place

J lead efpous'd my bride along with me.

Tam. And here, in fight of heaven to Rome I fwear^

^3 ftand
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If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths^

She will a handmaid be to his desires,

A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth. [p^'^y

Sat:, Afcend, fair queen, Pantheon : Lords, accom-
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride

;

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine^

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered :

There lhall we confammate our fpousal rites.

* \^Exeunt Saturninus, and Follonxers^ m}itb

Tamora, /6^r Sons, Aaron, Goths, &c.
T am not bid to wait upon this bride

:

7itus^ when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Difhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ?

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus,
and Martius.

Mar. G fee, o, fee what thou haft done

!

In a bad quarrel fiain a virtuous fon.

T/r. No, foolifn tribune, no; no fon of mine.

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath difhonour'd all our family ;

Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons

!

Luc, But let us give him burial, as becomes

;

Give Mutius burial with our bretheren.

TiT , Traitors, away ; he refts not in this tomb.
This monument five hundred years hath flood,

Which I have fumptuoufly re-edify'd :

Here none but foldiers, and Ro7ne\ fervitors.

Repose in fame ; none bafely flain in brawls

:

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar, My lord, this is impiety in you

:

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him

;

He mult be bury'd with his bretheren.

* Panthean
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^cr/. MARf, And fhall, or him we will accompany.

Tit, Andflialll What villain was it, fpake that word?
Mark He that would vouch *t in any place but here.

Tir, What, would you bury him in my defpight ?

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but intreat of thee,

To pardon Mutiusy and to bury him.

Tir. Marcus, even thou haft ftrook upon my creft,

And, with these boys, mine honour thou haft wounded:
My foes I do repute you every one

;

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

j^t/j. He is not with himlelf, let us withdraw*

MARt. Not I, 'till Mutius' bones be buried.

[Marcus and Titus' Sons kneel to hifn*

Mar, Brother, for in that name doth nature plead,

^

Mark Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak,

—

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed.

Mar, Renowned Titus, more than half my foul,
~"

LuCi Dear father, foul and fubftance of us all,""*

Mar, Suffer thy hiother Marcus to interr

His noble nephew here in virtue's neft,

That dy'd. in honour and La-uinia's cause.

Thou art a Reman, be not barbarous.

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Jjax

That llew himfelf ; and wise Laertes' fon

Did gracioufly plead for his funerals :

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy,

Be bar'd his entrance here.

TiT, Rise, Af^rr«j, rise :

The dismal'ft day is this, that e'er I faw^

To be difhonour'd by my fons in Rome / —

.

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[Mutius put into the Tomh^
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Luc. There lye thy bones, fweet Mutius, with thy

'Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb I — [friends.

No man fhed tears for noble Mutius
;

He lives in fame, that dy'd in virtue's cause.

all, Neman, Cfff. [Tomb clos'd.

Mar* My lord,~to ftepout of these dreary dumps,

—

How comes it, that the fubtle queen of Goths

Is of a fudden thus advanced in Rome P

Tir, I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is;

Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell :

Is flie hot then beholding to the man.
That brought her for this high good turn fo far ?

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourijh, Enter y on one Side,

Saturninus, and his Train , n^fith T A M o

R

a ,

Goths, &€. on the other ^ Bassianus, and hisy

^vith Lavinia.

Sat. So, BaJJianusy yOu have play'd your prize;

God give you joy, fir, of your gallant bride.

Bas. And you of yours, my lord : I fay no more.

Nor wilh no lefs ; and fb J take my leave.

Sat, Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power.

Thou and thy faction fliall repent this rape.

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to feize my own,
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ?

But let the laws of Rome determine all

;

Mean while I am poiTefl: of that is mine.

Sat. 'Tis good, lir- You are very fnort with us

;

But, if we live, we'll be as fliarp with you.

Bas, My lord, what I have done, as beft I may,
Anfwer I muft, and fhall do with my life.

Only thus much I give your grace to know

:
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By all the duties that I awe to Romey

This noble gentleman, lord Titus her^.

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd ;

That, in the refcue Lavinia,

With his own hand did flay his youngeft Ton,

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath

To be controul'd in that he frankly gave :

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine,

That hath exprefT'd himfelf, in all his deeds,

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Ro?7ie,

Tit, Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my deeds ;

'Tis thou, and "j" those, that havedifhonour'd me :

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,

How I have lov'd and honoured Saturnine !

T'am. My worthy lord^ if ever Tamora
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me fpeak indifferently for all,

And at my fult, fweet, pardon what is pafl:.

Sat. What, madam 1 be difhonour'd openly.

And bafely put it up without revenge ?

TAM. Not fo, my lord ; The gods of Rome forefend,

I fliould be author to difhonour you

!

But on mine honour dare I undertake

For good lord Titus^ innocence in all.

Whose fury, not diffembl'd, fpeaks his griefs :

Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him ;

Lose not fo noble a friend on vain fuppose,

Nor with four looks afflidl his gentle heart.

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at lait,
"

** Difiemble all your griefs, and difcontents :

"

You are but newly planted in your throne j

Lell then the people, and patricians too,
'*
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^*Upon ajuH furvey, take Thus* part,"

And fo fupplant us for ingratitude,"
*' (Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin)

"

Yield at intreats, and then let me alone :

"

" ril find a day to maflacre them all,
"

"And rafe their fadtion, and their family,

"

" The cruel father, and his trait'rous fons,
"

To whom I fued for my dear fon's life ;

"

*' And n^ake them know, what 'tis to let a queen"
"Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in vain."

Come, come, fweet emperor, _come, A?idronicus,^

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart

That dies in tempefr of thy angry frown.

Rise, Titus^
"f^

rise ; my emprefs hath prevailed,

Tir, I thank your maj elly, and her, my lord ;

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me,

TAM, Titus^ I am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily.

And mud advise the emperor for his good.

This day all quarrels dye, Andronicus \ _

And let it be mine honour, good m.y lord,

That I have reconcil'd your friends and you
For you, prince Baf/mjius, 1 have pafT'd

My word and promise to the emperor.

That you will be more mild and tradable.

And fear not, lords, — and you, Lauinia;

By my advife, all-humbl'd on your knees,

You {hall afk pardon of his majefty.

Luc, Wedo; and vow to heaven, and to his highnefs*

That, what we did, was mildly, as we might,
Tendering our filler's honour, and our own.
Mar, That on mine honour here I do proteft.

Vol. VKL
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SuiT. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.

Tu^M, Nay, nay, fweet emperor, we mull all befriends

:

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ;

I will not be deny'd, fweet heart, look back.

-S^r. Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother's here,

And at my lov^ely Tamora^s intreats,

I do remit these young men's heinous faults :

Stand "]~ up.

—

La^inia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend ; and fure as death I fwore,

I would not part a batchelor from the prieft.

Come, if the emperor's court can feaft two brides,

You are my gueft, Lauinia, and your friends : —

.

This day lhall be a iove-day, Tamora,

Tit* To-morrow an it please your majelly

To hunt the panther and the hart with me.

With hound and horn we'll give your grace bonjom\

Sai", Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too.

[^Flourijh. Exeunt,

ACT II.

SCENE I. Thefame. Before the Palace,

Enter Aaron.

Aar . Now climbeth Tamora Olympus* top.

Safe out of fortune's (hot ; and fits aloft.

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning llafh ;

Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach.

As when the golden fun falutes the morn.

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams.

Gallops the zodiack in his glifl'ring coach.
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And overlooks the higheft-peering hilU

:

So Tarhora :
—

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait.

And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Jaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,

To mount aloft with thy imperial miftrefs,

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long

Haft prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains

;

And failer bound to Aaron ^ charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus ty'd to Cauca/us,

Away with flavifli weeds, and idle thoughts !

I will be bright, and fhine in pearl and gold,

To wait upon this new-made emperefs.

To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this queen,

This goddefs, this Semiramis ; this nymph.
This Syren, that will charm Rome\ Saturnine,

And fee his ihipwreck, and his common-weal's.
Hola ! what Rorm is this ?

Enter Chiron, De metritis, hrauing,

Dem, Chircn, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge,

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd.

And may, for aught thou know'ft, afFedled be,

Chi. Demetrius, thou doft overween in all

;

And fo in this, to bear me down with braves.

'Tis not the difference of a year, or two.

Makes me lefs gracious, thee more fortunate :

I am as able, and as fit, as thou,

To ferve, and to deserve my miftrefs' grace ;

And that my fword upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my palTions for La^vinia^s love.

j^AR . CI ubs ! clubs ! thes^ lovers will not keep the peace.

i)£M. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd,

'5 this QMeene,
|
This Syren, gracious, or thee

X 2
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Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide,

Are you fo defperate grown to thrtat your friends ?

Go to ; have your lath glew'd within your flieath,

*Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Mean while, fir, with the little fKill I have.

Full well (halt thou perceive how much I dare, [c^ra^s,

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave? [dra^stoo,

Aar. Why, how nov/, lords ? [_interposing.

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw.

And maintain fuch a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wote the ground of all this grudge ;

I would not, for a million of gold.

The cause were known to them it moll: concerns ;

Nor would your noble mother, for much more.

Be fo difhonour*d in the court of Rome*

For lhame, put up.

Dem, Not I ; 'till I have fheath'd

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal,

Thruft these reproachful fpeeches down his throat,

That he hath breath'd in my difhonour here.

Chi, For that I am prepar'd and full resolv'd.

Foul-fpoken coward ! that thunder'ft with thy tongue.

And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft perform.

Aar^ Away, 1 fay.^ \beating cio^jon their ^nvords.

Now by the gods that warlike Goths adore.

This petty brabble will undo us all. _
Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous

It is, to jet upon a prince's right ?

What, is La^inia then become fo loofe,

Or Bajfianus fo degenerate.

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broacht?

Without contrculment, juftice, or revenge ?
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Young lords, beware ! an fliould the cmprefs know
This difcord's ground, the musick would not please.

Chi, I care not, I, knew Iheand all the world;

I love La^vinia more than all the world. [choice;

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner
La^inia is thine elder brother's hope.

A4i^ . Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Ro7ne

How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love ?

I tell you, lords, you do bu^ plot your deaths

By this device.

Chi, Jaron, a thousand deaths

Would I propose, to atchieve her whom I love.

Jar, To atchieve her ! How ?

Dem. Why mak'fl thou it ib flrange ?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ;

She is a woman, therefore may be won

;

'She is La^inia, therefore mull be lov'd.

What, man ! more water glideth by the mill

Than wots the miller of; and easy it is,

Of a cut loaf to Heal a fhive, we know:
Though BaJJianus be the emperor's brother,

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan % badge.

Jar, Ay, and as good as Saturnlnus may. [it

Dem, Then why (liould he defpair, that knows to court

With words, fair looks, and liberality ?

What, haft not thoo full often ftruck a doe,

And born her cleanly by the keeper's nose ?

Jar, Why then, it feems, fome certain fnatch or fo

Would ferve your turns.

Chi, Ay, fo the turn were ferv'd.

Dem, Jaron^ thou haft hit it.

' 3 I do loye
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J^.R . 'Would you had hit it too

;

Then fliould not we be tir'd with this ado.

Why, hark ye, hark ye ; And are you fuch fools.

To fquare for this ? Would it offend you then,

That both fhould fpeed ?

Chi. 3[Taith, not me.

Dem, Nor me, fo I were one.

J^R, Forfhame, befriends; and join for that you jar.

'Tis policy and ftratagem muft do
That you affed ; and fo muft you resolve ;

That, what you cannot, as you would, atchieve,

You muft perforce accomplifti as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaft

Than this La^uimay Bajpayius* love.

A fpeedier courfe than lingering languiftiment

Muft we purfue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a folcmn hunting is in hand ;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop :

7 he foreft walks are wide and fpacious

;

And many unfrequented plots there are,

Fitted by kind for rape and villany :

Single you thither then this dainty doe,

Andftrike her heme by force, if not by words:

This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope.

Come, come, our emprefs, vi^ith her facred wit,

To villany and vengeance confecrate.

Will we acquaint with all that we intend

;

And ftie ftiall file our engines with advice.

That will not fuffer you to fquare yourfelvcs.

But to your wifties' height advance you both.

The emperor's court is like the houfe of fame.

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears

:

' 5 courfe this ling-
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The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull

;

There fpeak, and lirike, brave boys, and take your turns

;

There ferve your luft, fhadovv'd from heaven's eye,

And revel mLa^inias treasury.

Chi, Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardife.

Dem, Sitfas, aiit nefas, 'till T find the llream

To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Fer Styga, per manes njehcr. [Exeunt,

SCENE 11. J Chace near Rome. Court before a Lodge,

Horns ^ and Cry ofHounds ^ heard. Enter Titus,
and Train- of Hunters, Sec. Marcus, Lucius,

Quintus, and M^rtius.

TiT. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey,

The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green 2

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay.

And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride.

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter's peal.

That all the court may echo with the noise.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours.

To attend the emperor's perfon carefully :

I have been troubl'd in my fleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd

Hunters ^ind a Peal,

Enter Saturn in us, Tamora, Bassianus, Lavinia,
Chiron, Demetrius, and Train,

Many good morrows to your majefly ;

Madam, to you as miany and as good I

I promised your grace a hunter's peal.

Sat: , And you have rung it luflily, my lords,

Somewhat too early for new-marry'd ladies,

Bas. La^nnia, how fay you ?

7 their fits ^ Stigia

X4
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La r. I fay, no ;

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat, Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have.

And to our fport : — Madam, now lhall ye lee

Our Roman hunting.

Mar, I have dogs, my lord.

Will rouse the proudeft panther in the chafe.

And climb the higheft promontory top.

Tit. And I have horfe will follow where the game
Makes way, and run like fwallovvs o'er the plain.

Dem. ^^'Chiron^ wehuntnot,we,withhorfenor hound,"
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. " \Exeunt.

SCENE III. Thefame: A desert Parte/ it.

Enter Aaron, 'ivith a Bag of GoU, nvhich he hides,

Aar, He, that had wit, would think, that I had none.

To bury fo much gold under a tree.

And never after to inherit it.

Let him, that thinks of me fo abjeftly.

Know that this gold muft coin a ftratagem

;

Which, cunningly elfeded, will beget

A very excellent piece of villany :

And fo repose, fvveet gold, for their unreft.

That have their alms out of the emprefs' chell.

Enter Tamora.
Tam, My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ft thou fad.

When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?

The birds chaunt melody on every bufh ;

The fnake lies rowled in the chearful fun ;

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind.

And make a chequer'd fhadow on the ground :

Under their fweet fliade, Aaron, let us fit

;
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And,— whilft the bablingecho mocks the hounds.

Replying fhrilly to the well-tun'd horns,

As if a double hunt were heard at once,

—

Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noise:

And,— after confli6l, fuch as was fuppos'd

The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy'd.

When with a happy dorm they were furpriz'd.

And curtain'd with a counfel-keeping cave, —

^

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms,

Our padimes done, possefs a golden flamber

;

While hounds, and horns, and fweet melodious birds.

Be unto us as is a nurfe's fong

Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep.

J^R. Madam, though Venus govern your desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine :

What figniiies my deadly-ftanding eye.

My filence, and my cloudy melancholy ?

My fleece of wooly hair, that now uncurls.

Even as an adder, when (he doth unrowl

To do fome fatal execution ?

No, madam, these are no venereal figns

;

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand.

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

Hark, Tamora,— t\vt emprefs of my foul.

Which never hopes more heaven than reils in thee,

This is the day of doom for Bajfianits

;

His Phi!o7nel mult lose her tongue to-day.

Thy fons make pillage of her chaftity.

And wafn their hands in BaJJtanus' blood.

See'fl thou this =|= letter ? take it up, I pray thee.

And give the king this fatal-plotted fcrowl :
—

Now queftipn me no more, we are efpy'd

;

4- yellovying
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Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty.

Which dreads not yet their lives' dertru^lion,

Enter Bassianus, and Lavinia.
Tam, Ah, my fweet Moor^ Tweeter to me than life

!

Aar* No more, great emprefs; BaJJJanus Qomtsx
Be crofs with him ; and I'll go fetch thy fons.

To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be.

[Exit Aaron,
Bas, Who have we here? Rotnes royal emperefs,

Unfurnifh'd of her well-befeeming troop ?

Or is it Dian, habited like her ;

Who hath abandoned her holy groves.

To fee the general hunting in this forell ?

Tam, Saucy controuler of our private fteps !

Had I the power, that, feme fay, Dian had,

Thy temples fhould be planted presently

With horns, as were ASi^on\ ; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-tranfformed limbs.

Unmannerly intruder as thou art

!

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperefs,

'Tis thought, you have a goodly gift in horning ;

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are fmgl'd forth to try experiments :

Jo^e fhield your husband from his hounds to-day 1

"Tis pity, they fhould take him for a flag.

Ba^, Believe me, queen, your fwarth Cimmerian

Doth make your honour of his body's hue,

Spotted, detefted, and abhominable.

Why are you fequefler'd from all your train ?

Difmoun^pd from your fnow-white goodly fteed,

And wander'd hither to an obfcure plot,

Accompanied with a barbarous Moory

^ quarrell of our well *7 ^swasy^c- upon his new
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If foul desire had not condu6led you ?

Lav, And, being intercepted in your fport.

Great reason that my noble lord be rated

For faucinefs- _ I pray you, let us hence.

And let her 'joy her raven-colour'd love;

This valley fits the purpose palling well.

Bas. The king my brother fhall have note of this.

Lav. Ay, for these flips have made him noted long :

Good king ! to be fo mightily abus'd !

Tam^ Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Chiron, Demetrius. [ther?

Dem. How now, dear fovereign, and our gracious mo-
Why doth your highnefs look fo pale and wan ?

Tam. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale?'

These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place

;

A bare detefted vale, you fee, it is :

The trees, though fummer, yet forlorn and lean.

Overcome with mofs, and baleful miffelto :

Here never fhines the fun ; here nothing breeds,

Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven.

And, when they fhow'd me this abhorred pit.

They told me^ here, at dead time of the night,

A thousand fiends, a thousand hiffmg fnakes.

Ten thousand fwelling toads, as many urchins.

Would make fuch fearful and confused cries.

As any mortal body, hearing it.

Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe dye fuddenly.

No fooner had they told this hellifh tale.

But ftraight they told me, they would bind me here

Unto the body of a dismal yew.

And leave me to this miserable death.

And then they calFd me, foul adulterefs.

7 notice of * ^ A barren, de-*
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Lafcivlous Goth^ and all the bitterell: terms

That ever ear did hear to Aich efFe6l.

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come.
This vengeance on me had they executed :

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life.

Or be not henceforth call'd my children.

Z>£M. This"|"isawitnefs, thatlamthy fon. [ftrength.

Chi. And this ~\ for me ; ftrook home to fhew my
\^
ftabing fuddenly Baffianus ; ^hofalls.

Lav, I come, Semiram!s, — nay, harhzrous Tamora

;

For no name fits thy nature but thy own !

Tam, Give methyponiard;_youfhallknow,myboys.
Your mother's hand (hall right your mother's wrong.

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her

;

Firft thrafh the corn, then after burn the ftravv.

This minion flood upon her chaflity,

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty.

And with that paint now braves your mightinefs :

And fhall fhe carry this unto her grave ?

Chi, An if fhe do, I would I were an eunuch.

Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole,

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lull:.

Tam. But, when you have the honey you desire.

Let not this wafp out-live, us both to fling.

Chi, I warrant you, madam ; we will make that fure.

—

Come, miflrefs, now perforce we will enjoy

That nice-preserved honeily of yours.

Laf. O, Tamora ! thou bear'fl a woman's face,

Tam, I will not hear her fpeak ; away with her.

Lav. Sweet lords, intreat her hear me but a word,

Dem. Liflen, fair madam : let it be your glory,

To fee her tears ; but be your heart to them.

^ be ye not painted hope, braves
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As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.

Lav, When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam }

O, do not learn her wrath ; fhe taught it thee :

The milk, thou fuck 'dft from her, did turn to marble;

E'en at thy teat thou hadll thy tyranny

Yet every mother breeds not Ions alike ;

Do thou entreat her fhew a woman pity. [baftard ?

Chi. What, would'll thou have me prove myfelf a

Lav. 'Tistruej the raven doth not hatch a lark

:

Yet have I heard, (o, could I find it now !)

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure

To have his princely paws par'd all away.

Some fay, that ravens foiler forlorn children,

The whilll their own birds famifh in their nefts

:

O, be to me, though thy hard heart fay no.

Nothing fo kind, butfomething pitiful !

Tam, I know not what it means ; away with her.

Lav, O, let me teach thee : for my father's fake,

That gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee,-*

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tam, Had'ft thou in perfon ne'er oiFended me.
Even for his fake am J now pitilefs :

Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain,

To fave your brother from the facrifice

;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent:

Therefore away with her, use her as you will

;

Theworfeto her, the better lov'd of me.
Lav, O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen,

And with thine own hands kill me in this place :

For 'tis not life, that I have beg'd fo long

;

Poor I was flain, when Baffianus dy*d.

Tam, What beg'il thou then ? fond woman, let me go.

4 fuck ft
2.6

i^^er^ ^,fg
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Lav. 'Tis present death, I beg ; and one thing more.
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

O, keep me from their worfe-than-killing lull j

And tumble m.e into fome loathfom pit,

Where never man's eye may behold my body

:

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tam. So (hould I rob my fweet fons of their fee :

No, let them fatiffy their lull on thee.

Dem, Away ; for thou haft ftay'd us here too long.

Lav. No grace ? nowomanhood ? Ah beaftly creature I

The blot and enemy to our general name !

Confusion fall,— [her husband;
Chi, Nay, then I'll ftop your mouth :__ Bring thou

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.

[D E M . throwos the Body ofBaf, iyito the Pit :

Exeunt he and Chi. dragging off Lav.
TAM, Farewel, my fons : fee, that you make her fure

Ne'er let my heart know merry chear indeed,

'Till all the Andronici be made away.

Now will I hence, to feek my lovely Moor\

And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflour. \Extt,

SC ENE IV. The/ame
Efiter x^ARON, ^ith Quintus and Maktivs,
Aar, Come on, my lords ; the better foot before :

Straight will I bring you to the loathfom pit,

Where I efpy'd the panther faft afleep.

.^j. My fight is very dull, whate'er it bodes.

Mark And mine, I promise you : were it not for lhame.

Well could 1 leave our fport to fleep a while.

[falls into the Pit,

^uj, Wh^t, art thou fall'n ? What fubtle hole is this,
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Whose mouth. is cover'd with rude-growing briars

;

Upon whose leaves are drops of new-fhed blood.

As frefh as morning's dew diflill'd on flowers ?

A very fatal place it feems to me :_.

Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ?

MARi, O, brother, with the dismaleft objed.

That ever eye with light made heart lament.

Aar . Now will 1 fetch the king, to find them here

;

<* That he thereby may have a likely guefs,
"

•'How these were they that made away his brother."

{Exit Aaron*
Mark Why doft not comfort me, and help me out

From this unhallow'd and blood-ftained hole ?

I am furprized with an uncouth fear :

A chilling fvveat o'er-runs my trembling joints ;

My heart fufpedls more than mine eye can fee.

MARt, To prove thou haft a true-divining heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den.

And fee a fearful fight of blood and death.

^t/j. Aaron is gone \ and my compafTionate heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold

The thing, whereat it trembles by furmise :

O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er 'till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what.

Mark Lord BaJJtamis lies embrued here.

All on a heap, like to a flaughter'd lamb.

In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.

If it he dark, how doft thou know 'tis he ?

M/f;?^Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole \

Which, like a taper in fome monument,
Dotli fhinc upon the dead man's earthy cheeks.

3* earthly
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And flievvs the ragged entrails of this pit

:

So pale did Ihine the moon on Pyramus^

When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood :

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand, —

•

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,—
Out of this fell devouring receptacle.

As hateful as Cocytus* miily mouth.

i^i. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out;

Or, wanting ftrength to do thee fo much good,

1 may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor BaJJianus* grave.

1 have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink.

iV/^i?^Nor I no flrength to climb without thy help.

i^/. Thy hand once more ; I will not loofe again,

*Till thou art here aloft, or I below :

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee, ^falh in.

Enter Saturninus, and Aaron.
i^^r. Along with me : Til fee what hole is here

;

And what he is, that now is leapt into it.

Say, who art thou, that lately didll: defcend

Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mark The unhappy fon of old Andronicus ;

Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Bajjianus dead.

Sat. My brother dead \ I know, thou deft but jefl

:

He and his lady both are at the lodge,

Upon the north-fide of this pleasant chafe

;

T'is not an hour fmce I left him there.

Mark We know not where you left him all alive.

But, out-alas ! here have we found him dead.

Enter Tamora, attended', Titus, and h\xc\\)S.

Tam, Where is my lord the king I
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S^T, Here, Tamora; though griei^'d with killing grief,
7"/JM, Where is thy brother BaJJianus ?

Sa r . Now to the bottom doft thou fearch my wound

;

Poor BaJJianiis here lies murthered.

'TAM, Then all too late I bring this fatal writ.

The complot of this timelefs tragedy ;

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold

In pleasing fmiles fach murderous tyranny.

Sa'T , \rcadsJ\ An if <vje mifs to meet him handjomlyy"^

Snjjeet huntsman, Baffianus '//V, 7nean,—
Do thou Jo much as dig the gra^uefor him ;

'Thou kno^-ufft our meafiing : lookfor thy rs^ivard

Ainong the nettles at the elder-tree.

Which ouerjhades the mouth of thatfame pity

Where 'vje decreed to hury Bafiianus.

Do this, andpurchafe us thy lafing friends,

O, Tafnora, was ever heard the like 1

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree :

Look, firs, if you can find the huntsman out.

That fhoiild have murther'd Bajftanus here.

Aak, My gracious lord, here"|" is the bag of gold.

SAt, Two of thy whelps, [/^Tit.] fell curs of bloody

Have here bereft my brother of his life : [kind.

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison ;

There let them bide, until v/e have devis'd

Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.
Tau, V/hat, are they in this pit: O v/ondrous thing!

Plow easily murder is difcovered !

T'/T". High emperor, upon my feeble knee
T beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed.

That this fell fault of my accurfed fons,

(Accurfed, if the fault beprov'din them)*—

3^ faults

Vox,. VIIL V
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SjiT. If it be provM ! you fee, it is apparent.—
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ?

T'jiM, Andronicus himfelf did take it up.

Tit, I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail

:

For by my father's reverend tomb I vow,

They fhall be ready, at your highnefs' will,

To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives.

5^r. Thou fhalt not bail them : fee, thou followme
Some bring the murther'd body, fome the murtherers

:

Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain ;

For, by my foul, were there worfe end than death,

That end upon them fhould be executed.

\_Attendants dranjo Quintus, ^WMartius, out

of the Pit, and the Body of Baffianus ; and
Exeunt, hearing them off.

Tam, Andronicus, I will entreat the king ;

Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well enough,
[Exeunt Sat. Tam. Aar. andTrain,

Tir, Come, Lucius, come ; Hay not to talk with them.

\_Exeunt Titus, /aiW Lucius.

SCENEV. Thefame.
Enter Chiron, andDEMETRivs,

nvith Lavinia, ra^ifht ; her Hands cut offy

and her Tongue cut out.

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can fpeak.

Who 'twas, that cut thy tongue, and ravifh'd thee.

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo,

An if thy Humps will let thee play the fcribe.

Dem. See, how with figns and tokens fhe can fcowl.

Chi. Go home, call for fweet water, wafh thy hands.

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli

;
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And fo let's leave her to her filent walks.

Chi. An 'twere my cause, I fhould go hang myfelf.

Dem. If thou hadH hands to help thee knit the cord.

[ExeiM Chiron, Demetrius.
Horns njoithhi : Lavinia JiartSy and is making

from them ; Etiter Marcus.
Mar . Who's this,—my niece p—that flies away fo faft ?

Cousin, a v;ord ; Where is your husband ?

If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me !

If I do wake, fome planet llrike me down,
That I may (lumber in eternal fleep 1 ^
Speak, gentle niece, what flern ungentle hand
Hath lop'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare

Of her two branches ? those fweet ornaments,

Whose circling fhadows kings have fought to lleep in ;

And might not gain fo great a happinefs,

As half thy love ? Why dofc not fpeak to me ?

Alas, a crimson river of warm blood.

Like to a bubbling fountain ftir'd with wind,

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips,

Coming and going with thy honey breath.

But, fure, fome Kerens hath deHoured thee

;

And, left thou fhould'ft deteft him, cut thy tongue.

Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for fhame

;

And, notwithuanding all this lofs of blood,

—

As from a conduit, with three iffuing fpouts,

—

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan s face,

Blufhing to be encounter'd with a cloud.

Shall I fpeak for thee ? fhall I fay, 'tis fo ?

O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beaft,

That I might rail at him to ease my mind !

Sorrow concealed, like an oven llopt.

hands *3 detect: them, -5 their ifliiing
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Doth burn tlie heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela Ihe but loll her tongue,

And in a tedious fampler few'd her mind

:

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee

;

A craftier Tereus haft thou met withal

;

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off.

That could have better few'd than Philomel.

O, had the monfter feen those liliy hands

Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute,

And make the filken firings delight to kifs themj

He would not then have touch'd them for his life.

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony.

Which that fweet tongue hath made;
He would have dropt his knife, and fell afleep>

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ;

For fuch a figTit will blind a father's eye :

One hour's ftorm will drown the fragrant meads

;

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee

;

O, could our mourning ease thy misery !

\_Exity uuith Lavinia,

Acr III.

SCENE I. Rome. A Street.

Enter Senators, Tribunes y Sec. and Officers ofjuftice,

uuith Quintus and Martins, bound, P^JP^g Execu-

tion', Titus before, pleading,

TiT, Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes^ ftay ?

For pity of mine age, whose youth was fpent
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In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely llept

;

For all my blood in Rome^s great quarrel Ihed

;

For all the frofty nights that I have watch'd

;

And for these bitter tears, which now you fee

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ;

Be pitiful to my condemned -fons,

Whose fouls are not corrupted as 'tis thought t

For two and twenty fons I never wept,

Because they dy'd in honour's lofty bed :

For these, these, tribunes, in the duft I write

\_throqAJ^ing him/eJf on the Ground.

My heart's deep languor, and my fours fad tears.

[Tribunes^ &c. pafs Titus, mtd Exeunt n^)ith the Prisoners^

Let my tears ftanch the earth's dry appetite ;

My fons' fweet blood will make it fhame and blufli.

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain,.

That fhall diflil froin these two ancient urns.

Than youthful ^pril fhall with all his fhovvers :

In fummer's drought, I'll drop upon thee Hill

;

In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the fnow,

And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face.

So thou refuse to drink my dear fons' blood.

Enter Lucius, n^;ith his Sujord draujn,

O reverend tribunes ! gentle, aged menf
Unbind my fons, reverie the doom of death ;

And let me fay, that never wept before.

My tears are now prevailing orators.

Luc. O noble fither, you lament in vain ;

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by.

And you recount your forrows to a Hone.

TTT, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : —
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you.

'7 ancient mines, ^+ Tribunes, oh gen*
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Luc, My gracious lord, no tribune hears you fpeak.

Tir, Why, 'tis no matter, man : [m^/.]ifthey did hear.

They would not mark me; or, if they did mark,
AW bootlefs unto them, they would not pity me.
Therefore I tell my forrows to the ftones ;

Who, though they cannot anfwer my diftrefs.

Yet in fome fort are better than the tribunes.

For that they will not intercept my tale :

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me ;

And, were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no tribune like to these.

A ftone is foft as wax, tribunes more hard than llones :

A ftone is filent, and offendeth not

;

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.

But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Luc, To refcue my two brothers from their death

:

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd

My everlafting doom of banifhment.

TiT, O happy man ! they have befriended thee.

Why, ^ooY\^ Lucius, doft thou not perceive.

That Rome is but a wildernefs of tigers ?

'i'igers muft prey ; and Rome affords no prey,

But me, and mine : How happy art thou then,

From these devourers to be banifhed?

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ?

Enter Marcus, and Lavinia.

MjiR . Titusy prepare thy noble eyes to weep

;

Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break ;

I bring confuming forrow to thine age.

Tit, Will it confume me? let me fee it then.

Mjr. This
"I"

was thy daughter.

5 {qyxowc^ booties to ^ fort they are
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7/r. Why, Marcus, fo (he is.

Luc, Ah me ! this objed kills me !

Tir, Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon her.—
Speak, my La^vinia, what accurfed hand
Hath made thee handlefs in thy father's fight?

What fool hath added water to the fea ?

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy?

My grief was at the height, before thou cam'fl;

And now, likeiV/^j, it difdaineth bounds.

Give me a fword, I'll chop off my hands too

:

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain

;

And they have nurPd this woe, in feeding life;

In bootlefs prayer have they been held up,

And they have ferv'd me to eiFedllefs^ ufe :

Now, all the fervice I require of them
Is, that the one will help to cut the other.

'Tis well, La'vinia, that thou haft no hands;

For hands, to do Rome fervice, is but vain.

Luc. Speak, gentle filler, who hath martyr'd thee?

Mak, O, that delightful engine of her thoughts.

That blab'd them with fuch pleasing eloquence,

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ;

Where, like a fweet melodious bird, it fung

Sweet-vary'd notes, enchanting every ear.

Lvc, O, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed?

Mar, O, thus I found her, ftraying in the park.

Seeking to hide herfelf ; as doth the deer.

That hath receiv'd fome unrecuring wound.
Tjsr. It was my deer ; and he, that wounded her,

Hath hurt me more than had he kiil'd me dead :

For no\v I Hand as one upon a rock,

pAviron'd with a wildernefs of fea

;
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Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,

Expefting ever when fome envious Airge

Will in his brinifh bowels fvvallovv him.

This way to death my wretched fons are gone j

Here Hands my other fon, a banifh'd man

;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes :

But that, which gives my foul the greateft fpurn.

Is dear La^viJiia, dearer than my foul

—

Had I but feen thy pidlure in this plight,

It v.'ould have madded me ; What fliall 1 do.

Now I behold thy lively body fo ?

Thou haft no hands, to wipe away thy tears

;

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ;

Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death.

Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this : —

.

Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her!

When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gathered lilly almoft wither'd. [husband :

Mar, Perchance, fhe weeps because they kill'd her

Perchance, because fhe knows them innocent.

TiT, If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful.

Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them.

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed

;

Witnefs the forrow that their fifter makes
Gentle La^-vinia, let me kifs thy lips ;

Or make fome fign how I may do thee ease :

V Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,

And thou, and I, fit round about fome fountain ;

Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks

How they are ftain'd ; like meadows, yet not dry

With miry flime left on them by a flood?

knowes him inn- 3i ftaind in mead-
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And in the fountain fhall we gaze fo long,

'Till the frefh tafle be taken from that clearnefs.

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or ihall we cut away our hands, like thine ?

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb fhevvs

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ?

V/hat fhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues.

Plot fome devife of further misery,

To make us wonder'd at in time to come.
Luc . Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your grief,

See, how my wretched lifter fobs and weeps. [eyes.

Mar, Patience, dear niece 3 good Titus, dry thine

Tir, Ah, Marcus, Marcus, brother, well I w^ote.

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine.

For thou, poor man, haft drown'd it with thine own,
Luc, Ah, my La^inia, I will wipe thy cheeks.

ST/r. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I underftand her figns

:

Had ftie a tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee

;

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet.

Can do nofervice on her forrowful cheeks,

O, what a fympathy of woe is this !

As far from help as limbo is from blifs.

Enter Aaron.
Aar . Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor

Sends thee this word,— That, if thou love thy fons,

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyfelf, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand,

And fend it to the king : he, for the fame.

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive

;

And that fliall be the ranfom for their fault.

Tit, O gracious emperor! O gentle Aaron!

with her true
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Did ever raven fing fo like a lark,

That gives fweet tidings of the fun*s uprise?

With all my heart PU fend the king my hand

;

Good Aarony wilt thou help to chop it oiF?

Luc, Stay, father; for that noble hand of thine.

That hath thrown down fo many enemies,

Shall not be fent : my hand will ferve the turn :

My youth can better fpare my blood than you ;

And therefore mine ftiall fave my brothers' lives.

Mar, Which of your hands hath not defended Rme^
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe,

Writing deftru6lion on the enemies' cafque ?

O, none of both but are of high desert

:

My hand hath been but idle ; let it ferve

To ranfom my two nephews from their death

;

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Aar. Nay, come, agree whose hand fliall go along,

For fear they dye before their pardon come.

Mar^ My hand fhall go.

Lvc. By heaven, it fhall not go.

jT/r. Sirs, ftn ve no more ; fuch wither'd herbs as these

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Lvc, Sweet father, if I lhall be thought thy fon.

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar, And, for our father's fake, and mother's care,

Now let me fhow a brother's love to thee.

Tit, Agree between you, I will fpare my hand.

Luc, Then I'll go fetch an axe.

Mar, But 1 will use the axe.

[Exeunt Lucius, Marcus,
Tir, Come hither, Aaron ; I'll deceive them both ;

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

3 the Emperoiir my Caftle ?
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Jar . Tf that be call'd deceit, I will be honeft.

And never, whilft T live, deceive men fo :^
But I'll deceive you in another fort;

"

And that you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs.'*

l^cuts Titus' Hand.

Re-enter hv CIV Si z??/*;/ Ma rcus.
7/ r . Now ftay your ftrife : what fhal 1 be, is dilpatch'd.

Good Jarcn, give his majefty my hand :

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it;

More hath it merited, that let it have.

As for my fons, fay, I account of them
As jewels purchaf'd at an easy price ;

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
j^AR . I go, Andronicus : and, for thy hand.

Look by and by to have thy fons with thee :—
Their heads, I mean. O, how this villany

"

Doth fat me with the very thought of it !

"

*' Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace ;

"

Aaronwill have his foul black like his face."

[Exzt, 'voith Titus' Eandn
TiT, O, here T lift this one hand up to heaven.

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth

:

If any power pities wretched tears.

To that I call ;-_What, wilt thou kneel with me ? \^to Lav.

Do then, dear heart; for heaven fhall hear our prayers ;

Or with our fighs we'll breath the welkin dim.
And ftain the fun with fog, as fometinie clouds.

When they do hug him in their melting bosoms.
Mar. O brother, fpeak with poflibilities.

And do not break into these deep extreams.

Tir. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom?
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I'hen be my paiTions bottomlefs with them,

Mj4R, But yet let reason govern thy lament.

Tir, If there were reason for these miseries,

Then into limits could I bind my woes

:

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow

3f the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad.
Threatening the welkin with his big-fwoln face?

And wilt thou have a reason for this coil r

I am the fea, hark how her fighs do blow ;

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs

;

Then mull: my earth with her continual tears

Become a deluge, overflowed and drovvn'd

:

For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes.

But like a drunkard mull 1 vomit them.

Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave

7 o ease their llornacks v^ith their bitter tonguei>.

£fi/er a Meilenger, /^vjo Heads

,

a7td a Hand,

Me/. Worthy Jndronuus, ill art thou repay'd

For that good hand thou fent'il the emperor.

Here are the
=f=

heads of thy two noble fons

;

And here's thy hand, in fcorn to thee fent back ;

Thy griefs their fports, thy resolution mock'd

:

That woe is me to think upon thy woes,

More than remembrance ofmy father's death.

[Exit Meffeng

Mar . Now let hot j^tna cool in Sicily^

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

!

These miseries are more than may be born :

^

To weep with them that weep doth ease fome deal,

But forrow flouted at is double death.
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/, uc . Ah, that this figh t fhould make fo deep a wound,-

And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat!

That ever death ftiould let life bear his name.

Where life hath no more interelt but to breath

!

Mjir. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs.

As frozen water to a ftarved fnake.

TiT» When will this fearful flumber have an end ?

Mar. Now, farewel, flattery !— Dye, Andronkusi

Thou doxt not flumber : fee, thy two fons' heads

;

Thy warlike hand ; thy mangl'd daughter here ;

Thy other banilh'd fon, with this dear fight

Struck pale and bloodlefs ; and thy brother, I,

Even like a flony image, cold and numb.
Ah, now no more will I controul thy griefs t

Rent off thy filver hair, thy other hand
Gnaw with thy teeth ; and be this dismal fight

The closing up of our moll wretched eyes

:

Now is a time to ftorm ; Why art thou Hill 1

Tir. Ha, ha, hal

Mar . Why dofl thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour,

Tir. Why, I have not another tear to died ;

Befides, this forrow is an enemy,
And would usurp upon my watry eyes,

And make them blind with tributary tears

;

Then which way fliall I find revenge's cave ?

For these two heads do feem to fpeak to me;
And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs,

'Till all these mifchiefs be returned again.

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come, let me fee what talk I have to do.

You heavy people, circle me about

;

That I may turn me to each one of you,

contrpule my griefcs Gnawing with
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And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made. Come, brother, take a head

;

And in this hand the other will I bear :

La^inia, thou fhalt be employed in these things,

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy arms.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my fight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou muft not flay :

Hye to the Gothsy and raise an army there

;

And, if you love me, as I think you do.

Let's kifs, and part, for we have much to do.

\Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and\j2Csi\VL\2L,

Luc. Farewel, Andronicusy my noble father;

The woefurit man that ever liv'd in Rome !

Farewel, proud Rome ! 'till Lucius come again,

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life.

Farewel, La<vinia, my noble filler

;

O, 'would thou wert as thou 'tofore haft been !

But now nor Lucius, x\ov La^vinia, lives,

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ;

And make proud Saturninus and his emprefs

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power.

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exif.

SCENE IL Thefame.
Room in Titus' Houfe : Banquet fet out.

Enter Titus, Marcus, n^jith Lavinia,

and a young Boy, Son to Lucius.

It. So, fo ; now fit : and look you eat no more.

Than will preserve juft fo much ftrength in us

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

^5 Note. '5 He loves his
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Marcus^ unknit that forrow-wreathen knot;

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands.

And cannot paffionate our ten-fold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft

;

And when my heart, all mad with misery,

Beat5 in this hollow prison of my flelh,

Then thus "(" I thump it down

—

Thou map of woe, that thus doft talk in figns,

When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating,

Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill.

Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans

:

Or get ibme little knife between thy teeth.

And jull againft thy heart make thou a hole

;

That all the tears, that thy poor eyes let fall.

May run into that fmk, and, foaking in,

Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears.

Mar. Fye, brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

TiT, How now ! has forrow made thee doat already ?

W^hy, Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I.

What violent hands can flie lay on her life ?

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands

;

To bid ^neas tell the tale twice o'er.

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ?

O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands;

Left we remember ftill, that we have none.—
Fye, fye ! how frantickly I fquare my talk

!

As if we fnould forget we had no hands.

If Marcus did not name the word of hands ! —

.

Come, let's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat
=f=

this : —
Here is no drink ! — Hark, Marcus^ what fhe fays ;

—

^ Who \vhea
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I can interpret all her martyr'd figns ;
—

She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears,

Brevv'd with her forrow, melh'd upon her cheeks .

Speechlefs complainer, I will learn thy thought;

In thy dumb adion will I be as perfedt,

As begging hermits in their holy prayers

:

Thou lhalt not iigh, nor hold thy ftumps to heaven.

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign,

But I, of these, will wreft an alphabet.

And, by ftill pradlice, learn to know thy meaning.

Boy, Good grandfire, leave these bitterdeep laments

;

Make my aunt merry with Tome pleasing tale.

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in palTion mov'd.

Doth weep to fee his grandfire's heavinefs.

TiT. Peace, tender fapling ; thou art made of tears.

And tears will quickly melt thy life away
What doll: thou itrike at, Marcus, v/ith thy knife ?

Mar, At that that I have kilPd, my lord ; a fly.

^"/r. Out on thee, murderer! thou kilPft my heart

;

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny :

A deed of death, done on the innocent.

Becomes notTztus' brother: Get thee gone;

I fee, thou art not for my company.
Mar, Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.

Tir, But! How if that fly had a father, fir?

How would he hang his flender gilded wings.

And buz lamenting dolings in the air?

Poor harmlefs fly

!

That, with his pretty buzzing melody.

Came here to make us merry ; and thou haft kllPd him.
Mar. Pardon me, fir; it was a black ill-favour'd fly^

Like to the emprefs' Moor ; therefore I kill'd him.

4- complaynet, I 2.5 y, Note, *7 doings
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Tir, O, 0 ! Then pardon me for reprehending thee.

For thou hall: done a charitable deed.

Give me thy knife, I will infult on him ;

Flattering myfelf, as if it were the Moory

Come hither purposely to poison me. —
There's

"f"
for thyfelf ; and that's for Tamora :

Ah, firra ! —
Wi)^^ yet, I think, we are not brought fo low.

But that, between us, we can kill a fly,

That comes in likenefs of a coal-black Moor,

Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has fo wrought on hlm^,

He takes falfe fhadows for true fubflances.

Tir, Come, take away— La^inia^ go with me :

I'll to thy closet ; and go read with thee

Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy fight is young.
And thou fhalt read when mine begins to dazzle.

ACT IV.

SCENE 1. The fame, BeforeT\t\xs' Houfe,

Enter Titus, and Marcus. Then, Enteryoung

Lucius, runnings Lavinia after him.

Boy. Help, grandfire, help ! my zunt La'vima

Follows me every where, I know not why:
Good uncle Marcus^ fee, how fwift fhe comes 1

Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar, Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt.

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rojne, fhe did.

Mjr, What means my niecQ La<vima by these figns >

*7 begin

Vol. vnr. z
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Tit, Feaf her not, Lucius: — Somewhat doth flie

See, Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee : [mean

.

Somewhither would ihe have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee,

Sweet poetry, and Tullys oratory. [thus ?

$@ar« Canft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guefs,

Unlefs fome fit or frenzy do possefs her :

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft.

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

Ran mad through forrow : That made me to fear:

Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt

Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did.

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth :

Which made me down to throw my books, and fly

;

Causelefs, perhaps : — But pardon me, fweet aunt

:

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will moft willingly attend your ladyihip.

Mar. Lucius, I will.

Tit, How now, La^vinia?^Marcus, what means this ?

[ feeing her turn o<ver the Books Lucius has letfall.

Some book there is, that fhe desires to fee :

Which is it, girl, of these ? ^ Open them, boy, —
But thou art deeper read, and better fkill'd ;

Come, and take choice of all my library.

And fo beguile thy forrow, 'till the heavens

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed

—

Why lifts fhe up her arms in fequence thus ?

Mar , I think, fhe means, that there was more than one

Confederate in the fadl;— Ay, more there was

;

^ Oratourj
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Or elfe to heaven fhe heaves them for revenge.

TIT. Lucius, what book is that fhe tofTeth fo ?

Boy. Grandlire, 'tis O^id''s Metamorphofis\
My mother gave it me.

Mak . For love of her that's gone,

Perhaps flie cuU'd it from among the reft.

Tir. Soft, foft; jjDto busily ftie turns the leaves}

Help her

:

What would flie find? — Lamnia^ fhall I read;

This is the tragic tale of Philomel,

And treats of Tereus treason, and his rape;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Ma r . See, brother, fee ; note, how fhequotes the leaves I

Tit. La^inia, wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet girl,

Ravifh'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was,

Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woods ?—
See) fee !—
Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt,

(O, had we never, never, hunted there
!)

Patterned by that the poet here defcribes.

By nature made for murthers, and for rapes.

Mak. O, why Ihould nature build fo foul a den,

Unlefs the gods delight in tragedies! [friends,-*

Tir. Give figns, fweet girl,— for here are none but

'^\\'2XRoman lord it was, durfl do the deed %

Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erft.

That left the camp to fin in Lucrece'' htdi ? [me.-*
Mar. Sit dov/n, fweet niece ;— brother, fit down by

Apollo, Pallas, Jo^e, or Mercury,

Infpire me, that I may this treason find !

My lord, look here ; — look here, La^inia :

This fmdy plot is plain ; guide, if thou can'ft,

Z 5
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This Rafter me, when I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand at all. — [bisJrms,

[He takes his Staff'in his Mouth, and writes, guiding it ^with

Curil be that heart that forc'd us to this Ihift

!

Write thou, good niece ; and here difplay, at laft.

What god will have difcover'd for revenge :

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy forrows plain.

That we may know the traitors, and the truth f

Lavinia takes the Staff, and ^-writes,

using it as abo've.

Tit, G, do you read, my lord, what fhe hath writ

!

Stuprum Chiron Demetrius,

MjiR, What, what! the luflful fons of Ta?nora

Performers of this heinous bloody deed ?

^IT^ — Magne dominator poliy

7am lentus audis feelera ? tam lentus njides ?

Mar, O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although I know,
There is enough written upon this earth,

To ftir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts.

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel

;

And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman HeSlor's hope

;

\_all kneeL

And fwear with me,— as with the woeful feer.

And father, of that chaft dilhonour'd dame,
Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece"* rape,

That we will profecute, by good advice.

Mortal revenge upon these trait'rous Goths,

And fee their blood, or dye with this reproach.

TiT, 'Tis fure enougli, an you knew how.
But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware :

The dam will wake ; and, if Ihe wind you once,

'5 Magni fwcare
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She's with the lion deeply ftill in league.

And lulls him whilft fhe playeth on her back,

And, when he fleeps, will fhe do what fhe lift.

YouVe a young huntsman Marcus ; let it alone.

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brafs,

And with a gad of fteel will write these words.

And lay it by : the angry northern wind
Will blow these fands, like SihyPs leaves, abroad.

And where's yourlefTon then ?— Boy, what fay you?
Boy, I fay, my lord, that, if T were a man.

Their mother's bed-chamber fhould not be fafe

For these bad bondmen to the yoak of Ro?ne.

MjiR, Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft

For his ungrateful country done the like.

Boy, And, uncle, fo will I, an if I live.

T'/r. Com.e, go with me into mine armory ;

Luciut, rU fit thee : and, withal, my boy,

Shalt carry for me to the emprefs' fons

Presents, that I intend to fend them both :

Come, come ; thou'lt do thy meiTage, wilt thou not ?

Boy, Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandfire.

Tir, No, boy, notfo ; V\\ teach thee another courfe,—

La^inia^ come : Marcus, look to my houfe :

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court;

Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we'll be waited on,

\Exeunt Boy, Titus, and Lavinia.

Mak, O heavens, can you hear a good man groan,

And not relent, or not compafTion him?
Marcus, attend him in his extafy ;

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart,

Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd fhield :

But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge

'8 Shall carry
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Revenge thee, heaven, for old Jndronieus f [Exit.

SCE^jE II. Thefame, A Rcom in the Palace^

Demetrius, a?id AhTf^oi^ ; Chiron ?neeting ih£m\

woith him, young Lucius, and an Attendanty

uuith a Bundle of Weapons^ and
Verfes nvrit upon thein.

Chi. Demetrius, here's the fon of Lucius ;

He hath fome melTage to deliver us. [father-

Jar. Ay, fome mad meiTIige from his mad grand-

Boy, My lords, with all the humblenefs I may,
I greet your honours from Andronicus ;

*'And pray the Roman ^odiS, confound you both."

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius : What's the news ?

Boy. '
' That you are both decipher'd , that's the news,'*

'*For villains mark'd with rape.'*— May it please you.

My grandfire, well advls'd, hath fent by me [lortlieft

The goodiieft weapons of his armory,

To gratify your honourable youth.

The hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay,

And fo I do ; and with his gifts =f present

Your lordfhips, t^at, whenever you have need.

You may be armed and appointed well

:

And fo I leave you both, ^ like bloody villains.
'*

[Exeunt Boy, and Attendants

/)e jvf . Wh at' s here ? A fcrowl ; and wri t ten ro und abou t ?

Let's fee : \reads.

Integer *vit^, feelerisque purus,

Non eget Maurijaculis nec arcu.

Chi, O, 'tis a verfe in Herace ; 1 know it well

;

I read it in the grammar long ago. [it.
"

Jar .
*
' Ay, j afl ;— a verfe in Horace-,— xigiii, you have

* Revenge the heavens
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" Now, what a thing it is, to be an afs
!

'

"Here's no fondjell : the old man hath found theirguilt;

"

And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines,
"

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick

:

But, were our witty emprefs well a-foot,

"She would applaud Andronicus^ conceit."
" But let her reft in her unreft a while.

"

And now, young lords, was't not a happy liar

Led us to Rome, ftrangers, and, more than fo.

Captives, to be advanced to this height?

It did me good, before the palace gate

To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing.

Dem. Bat me more good, to fee fo great a lord

Bafely infmuate, and fend us gifts.

Jar, Had he not reason, lord Demetrius?

Did you not use his daughter very friendly ?

Dem, I would v^e had a thousand P^jman dames
At fuch a bay, by turn to fervc our luft.

Chi, a charitable wifh, and full of love.

Aar, Here's lack but of your mother, to fay amen.
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thousand more-
Dem, Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar , Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us over.

[Trumpets within,

Dem, Why do the emperor's trumpets flourifh thus ?

Chi, Belike, for joy the emperor hath a fon.

Dem. Soft ; who comes here ?

Enter /3 Nurfe hafiilyy ^ith a Child in her ArJns.

Nur, Good morrow, lords :

O, tell me, did you fee Aarcn the Moor?
Aar, Well, more, or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all,

* no found iefl v. Note,

z 4.
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Here Aaron is ; And what ^yith Aaron now ?

AW. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone

!

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

Aar* Why, what a caterwawling dofl thou keep ?

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ?

Nur, O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye.

Our emprefs' (hame, and ftately Rome^s difgrace ; ^
She is delivered, lords, (he is deliver'd !

Jar . To whom ?

Nur, I mean, fhe is brought a-bed.

Jar, Well, god
Give her good reft ! What hath he fent her ?

Nur, A devil.

Aar . Why, then fhe is the devil's dam ; a joyful ilTue.

Nur, A joylefs, dismal, black, and forrowful iiTue :

Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad

Amongll the fairell breeders of our clime ;

The emprefs fends it thee, thy llamp, thy feal.

And bids thee chriilen it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. Out on you, whore ! is black fo bafe a hue !

Sweet blowze, you are a beauteous bloiTom, fure.

DzM. Villain, what haft thou done f

Aar. "Done! that which thou

Canft not undo.

Chi, Thou haft undone our mother.

Aar, Villain, I have done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, hellifli dog, thou haft undone.

Woe to her chance ! and damn'd her loathed choice [

Accurf'd the olffpring of fo foul a ftend 1

Chi, It fhall not live.

Aar. It fhall not dye.

Nur. Aaron, it muft ; the mother wills it fo.
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Jar, What, muft it, nurfe? then let no man, but I,

Do execution on my flefh ajrid blood.

Dem, ril broach the tadpole on my rapier's point :

Nurfe, give it me ; my fword lhall foon difpatch it.

Jar. Sooner this fword lhall plough thy bowels up,

[taking the Childfrom the Nurfe, and dranmng^
Stay, murtherous villains! will you kill your brother?

Now, by the burning tapers of the fky,

That fhone fo brightly when this boy was got.

He dies upon my fcymitar's fharp point,

That touches this my firil-born fon and heir !

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,

With all his threat'ning band of Typhon^s brood.

Nor great Jlcides, nor the god of war,

Shall feize this prey out of his father's hands.

What, what ; ye fanguine, fhallow-hearted boys

!

Ye white-lim'd walls ! ye alehoufe painted figns

!

Coal-black is better than another hue.

In that it fcorns to bear another hue :

For all the water in the ocean

Can never turn the fwan^s black legs to white.

Although file lave them hourly in the flood

Tell the emperefs from me, I am of age

To keep mine own ; excufe it how ihe can.

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miflrefs thus ?

Jar. My miflrefs is my miflrefs; this, my felf|

The vigour, and the pidure of my youth :

This, before all the world do I prefer;

This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafif.

Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome.

Dem. By this our mother is for ever fliam'd.

Chi, Rome will defpise her for this fcul efcape^

*7 white.-limbde



6o Titus Andronicus.

Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death*

Chi, I blufh, to think upon this ignomy.
JjiR, Why, there's the priviledge your beauty bears:

Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blufhing

The clofe ena6ls and counfels of the heart.

Here's a young
"f"

lad framM of another leer

:

Look, how the black ilave fmiles upon the father

;

As who Ihould fay, Old lady I am thine o^n.

He is your brother, lords ; fenfibly fed

Of that felf blood that firft gave life to you ;

And, from that womb, where you imprisoned were.

He is enfranchised and come to light

:

Nay, he's your brother by the furer fide.

Although my feal be ftamped in his face.

Nur. Aaron, what fhall I fay unto the emprefs ?

Dem, Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done.

And we will all fuhfcribe to thy advice

:

Save thou the child, fo we may all be fafe.

Aar, Then fit we ~|" down, and let us all confult.

My fon and I will have the wind of you :—
Keep

"f"
there : Now talk at pleasure of your fafety.

Dem. How many women favv this child of his ?

Aar. Why, fo, brave lords;When weal! joininleague,

I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor,

The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs.

The ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms. —
Eut, fay again, how many favv the child ?

Nur, Cornelia the midwife, and myfelf

;

And no one elfe, but the deliver'd emprefs.

Aar, The emperefs, the midwife, and yourfelf.

Two may keep counfel, when the third's away :

Go to ihe emprefs ; tell her, this "j" I faid :— \kilh her^
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Weke, weke?— fo cries a pig, prepar'd to the fplt.

Dem. What mean' ft thou, Aaron F Wherefore didft thou

Jar. O lord, fir, 'tis a deed of policy : [this .?

Shall Ihe live, to betray this guilt of ours,

A long'tongu'd babling goffip ? no, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Mulheus Ut)C0, my countryman :

His wife but yefternight v/as brought to bed

;

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go, pack with him, and give the mother gold>

And tell them both the circumftance of all

;

And how by this their child fhall be advanced.

And be received for the emperor's heir.

And fubftituted in the place of mine.

To calm this tempeft whirling in the court

;

And let the emperor dandle him for his ownc

2^ut, hark ye, lords ; Ye fee, I have given herphyokk.
And you muft needs beftow her funeral

;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms s

This done, fee that you take no longer days.

But fend the midwife presently to me.

The midwife, and the nurfe, well made away.

Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

Cuj. Aaron^ I fee, thou wilt not trull the air

With fecrets.

Di.M. For this care of Tamcra^

Kerfelf, and hers, are highly bound to thee.

[ Fxeu?it Chi. and Dem. hearing offthe Nurfe*

AjiR. Now to the Goths ^ as Avift as fwallow flies ;

There to difpose this treasure in mine arms.

And fecretly to greet the em^reis' friends. ^
Conie on, you thivk-iip'd fiave, I'll bear you hence

;
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For it is you that puts us to our fhifts

:

I'll make you feed on berries and on roots,

And feall: on curds and whey, and fuck the goat,

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up,

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Ex:f,

SCENE llh ne fame, A publick Place,

Enter Titus, carrying Arrows, ^ith Letters

071 the Ends of them ; ^uAth him, certain

Gentlemen of his Kindred, Marcus, and
young Lucius, hearing Bo^s,

Tit, Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsmen, this is the-

Sir boy, now let me fee your archery ; [way
Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraight. —

Terras Aflraa reliquit :

Be you remembered, Marcus-, fhe's gone, (he's fled..^

Sirs, take you to your tools— You, cousins, (hall

Go found the ocean, and caft your nets

;

Hapily, you may find her in the fea.

Yet there's as little juftice as at land : —
No ; Publius, and Sempronius, you mull do it

:

'Tis you muft dig with mattock, and with fpade.

And pierce the inmoft centre of the earth :

Then, when you come to Pluto'*s region,

I pray you to deliver him this petition

:

Tell him, it is for juftice, and for aid ;

And that it comes from old Andronicus,

Shaken with forrows in ungrateful

—

Ah, Rome /— Well, well; 1 made thee miserable.

What time I threw the people's fuffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.-»

Go, get you gone : and, pray, be careful all^

3 And feede on
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And leave yoa not a man ofwar unfearcht

;

This wicked emperor may have fhip'd her hence.

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for juftice.

MjiR, O, Puilius, is not this a heavy cafe.

To fee thy noble uncle thus diftradt.

I . G, Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns.

By day and night to attend him carefully

;

And feed his humour kindly as we may,
'Till time beget fome careful remedy.

Mar, Kinsmen, his forrows are paft remedy.

Join with the Goths ; and, with revengeful war.

Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude.

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine,

Tit, Publius, how now ? how now, my mailers ? WiZlly

What, have you met with her ?

I . G. No, my good lord : but Pluto fends you word,.

If you will have revenge from hell, you fhall:

Marry, for juftice, fhe is fo employed.

He thinks, with Jcqje in heaven, or fomewhere elfe.

So that perforce you mull needs ftay a time.

Tit, He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays*

I'll dive into the burning lake below.

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

Marcus^ we are but llirubs, no cedars we ;

No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops^ iiTie i

But metal, Marcus, fteel to the very back ;

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear

,

And. fith there is no juftice in earth nor hell

;

We will folicit heaven ; and move the gods,

To fend down juftice for to wreak our v/rongs

:

Come, to this gear. -^You're a good archer, Marcus;

\_fuUing out his Arroix^s-
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Ad Jofvem, that's
=f=

for you : Here, ^ adApolUnem
Jd Martern y

— 2D, that's for myfelf : _
Here,

=f=
boy, to Pallas : — Here,

=f=
to Mercury :^

To Saturn, ^ Caius ; not to Saturnine^

You were as good to Ihoot againft the wind.

To it, mt boy0. _ Marcus^ loofe when I bid

S§>ir0, o' my word, I have written to effect

;

There's not a god left anfollicited.

Mar. Kinsmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the court

;

We will afflidt the emperor in his pride. \Luctus !

Tit. Now, maflers, draw

—

[TheyJhoot.^ O, well faid.

Good boy, in Virgo's lap, fte'il give it Pallas !

M^fL. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ;

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

TiT. Ha ! Publiusy Publiusy what haft thou done ?

See, fee, thou haft ftiot off one of Taurus' horns.

Mjik . This was the fport, my lord : when Publius fhct.

The bull, being gall'd, gave .^r/>j fuch a knock
That dov/n fell both the ram's horns in the court

;

And who ftiould find them, but the emprefs' villain :

Shelaugh'd, and told the Moor^ he fhould not choose

But give them to his mafter for a present.

TiT. Why, there it goes : God give your lordftiipjoy

!

Enter Clown, nxith a Bajket and tuuo Pigeons.

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the poft is come.-^

Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters?

Shall I have juftice ? what fays Jupiter P

Clo. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he fays, that he hath

taken them down again ; for the man muft not behang'd
'till the next week.

Tit. But what fays Jupiter, I afk thee ?

do, Alas, fir, 1 know not Jupiter ; I never drank

• ApoUonem ^ Saturnine, to Caius *3 I aimc a



Titus Andronicus. 6s

with him in all my life.

TIT. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ?

Clo, Ay, of my pigeons, fir ; nothing elfe.

Tit, Why, did*ft not thou come from heaven ?

Clo. From heaven ? alas, fir, I never came there

:

God forbid, I (hould be fo bold to prefs to heaven in my
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the

tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my
uncle and one of the emperial's men.
Mar. Why, fir, this is as fit as can be, to ferve for

your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the em-
peror from you.

Tir, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em-
peror with a grace ?

Clo. Nay, truly, fir, I could never fay grace in all

my life.

7/r. Sirrah, come hither; make no more ado.

But give your pigeons to the emperor

:

By me thou lhalt have juftice at his hands, [charges.—,

Hold, hold ;
— mean while here's =j= money for thy

Give me a pen and ink

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication ?

Clo. Ay, fir.

Tit. Then here =}= is a fupplication for you. And,
when you come ro him, at the firft approach, you moll
kneel ; then kifs his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons

;

and then look for your reward. Til be at hand, fir ; fee

you do it bravely.

Clo, I warrant you, fir ; let me alone.

TiT, Sirrah, haft thou a knife? Come, letme fee it.

Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration

;

For thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant;-^
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And when thou haft given it the emperor,
Knock at my door, and tell me what he fays.

Clo, God be with you, fir; I will.

Tir. Come, Marcus, let us go : ^Publius, follow me.

[ Exeunt

»

SCENE IV. rhefame. Before the Palace.

Enter Saturnine, Tamora, atte7ided\

Saturnine 'with the Arrows in

his Ha7id^ that Titus jhot.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? was ever

An emperor in Rome thus over-born, [feen

Troubl'd, confronted thus ; and, for the extent

Of egal juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ?

My lords, you know, a^tio the mightful gods,

(Hov/ever these difturbers of our peace

Buz in the people's ears) there nought hath paff'd,

But even with law, againft the wilful fons

Of old Andronicus^ And what an if

His forrows have fo overwhelmed his wits

;

Shall we be thus afflidled in his freaks.

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs ?

And now he writes to heaven for his redrefs

:

See, here's to Jo^ve ; and this to Mercury i

This to Apollo ; this to the god of war :

Sweet fcrowls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome !

What's this, but libelling againft the fenate,

And blazoning our injuftice every where?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ?

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were.

But, if I live, his feigned extafies

Shall be no fii^^lter to these outrages

:

his wreakes.
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But he and his fhall know, that juftice lives

Jn Saturninus* health; who, if he fleep.

He'll fo awake, as he in fury fhall

Cut off the proud'ft confpirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturninty

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts,

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titzis^ age.

The efFe6ls of forrow for his valiant fons,

Whose lofs hathpierc'd him deep, and fcar'dhis heart;

And rather pity his diftrefTed plight.

Than profecute the meaneft, or the befl,

For these contempts. "Why, thus it lhall become"
High-vvitted Tamora to gloze with all :

** But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick,

"

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise,
"

**Then is all fafe, the anchor's in the port. "

Enter Clown*
How now, good fellow ? would'ft thou fpeak with us ?

Clo. Yea, forfooth, an your mifterlhip be emperiaL
Tam, Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the emperor.

Clo. 'Tis he— God, and faint Stephen, give you good
den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple of pi-

geons here. [Saturnine reads the Letter *

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him presently.

C/o, How much money mull I have ?

Tam. Come, firrah, you mull be hang'd.

C/o. . Hang'd ! By'r-lady, then I have brought up a

neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded.

Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs

!

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ?

* I know from whence this fame device proceeds :
—

May this be born ? —"as if his traitr'ous fons,

* whome if

Vol, VIII. Aa
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That dy'd by law for murther of our brotlier.

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully. «^

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair

;

Nor age, nor honour, fhall fhape priviledge :

For this proud mock I'll be thy flaughter-man.

Sly frantick wretch ; that holp'ft to make me great.

In hope thyfelf fhould govern Rome and me.
Enter ^m i l i u s

.

What news with thee, jEmilius P

JEui, Arm, arm, my lords ; i?<7;;2^neverhadmorecause!

The Goths have gather'd head ; and, with a power
Of high-resolved men, bent to the fpoil.

They hither march amain, under condu6l

Of Lucius-, fon to old Andronicus ;

Who threats, in courfe of this revenge, to do
As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths?

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head,

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with florms.

Ay, now begin our forrows to approach :

'Tis he, the common people love fo much;
Myfelf hath often oVier^heard them fay,

(When I have walked like a private man)
That Lucius^ banifnment was wrongfully,

And they have wilh'd that Lucius were their emperor.

TAM. Why lliould you fear ? is not your city ftrong ?

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius \

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tam. King, be thy thoughtsimperious, like thy name.
Is the fun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it ?

The eagle fufl^ers little birds to fmg,

And is not careful what they mean thereby

;
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Knowing, that, with the ftiadow of his wings.

He can at pleasure flint their melody :

Even fo may'ft thou the giddy men of Rome,

Then chear thy fpirit : for know, tliou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus,

With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous^

Than baits to iifh, or honey-ftalks to (heep;

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious feed.

SjiT, But he will not entreat his fon for us.

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will

:

For I can fmooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promises ; that were his heart

Almofl impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before, [to ^mi.] be our embailador;

Say, that the emperor requefts a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat, JEmilius, do this mellage honourably :

And if he ftand on hoftage for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will please him bei^*

jEmi. Your bidding fhall I do effedually. [Exit,

Tam, Now will I to that old Andronicus ;

And temper him with all the art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths*

And now, fweet emperor, be blith again.

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat, Then go inceifantly, and plead to him. [Exeunt,

Acr V.
S CENE I. Plains near Rome.

'6 before to be ftand in hoftage *8 fucceftantly

A a 2



Titus Andronicus.

Enter^ nvith Drum and Coloursy Lucius, andGotiiS.

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,

Which fignify, what hate they bear their emperor.

And how desirous of our fight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witnefs.

Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ;

And, wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe.

Let him make treble fatiffa6lion.

1 . G. Brave flip, fprung from the great Andronicus^

Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort

;

Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds,

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt;

Be bold in us : we'll follow where thou lead'H,"—

Like Hinging bees in hotteft fummer's day.

Led by their mafter to the flowred fields,
~-

And be aveng'd on curfed Ta?nora.

Got. And, as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

Luc, I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.

But who comes here, led by a lufty Goth?
Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, ^nth

his Child in his Arms,

2. G, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I flray'd.

To gaze upon a ruinous monaftery

;

And, as I earneftly did fix mine eye

Upon the wafted building, fuddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall

:

I made unto the noise ; when foon I heard

The crying babe controul'd with this difcourfe :

Peace, tauony ftanje ; half me, and half thy dam !

Did not thy hue he^wray luhose brat thou arty

5 /ignifres
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Had nature lent thee hut thy mother*s looky

Villain^ thou might''ft ha^ve been an emperor :

But njuhere the bull and conjo are both milk-ivhitey

They ne'ver do beget a coal-black ca/f.

Peace, villain, peace i -^twtxi thus he rates the babe,

For 1 muft hear thee to a trufty Goth ;

Who^ nxhen he kno^s thou art the emprefs^ babey

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother*s fake.

With this, my weapon drawn, I rulh'd upon him,
Surpriz'd him fuddenly; and brought him hither.

To use as you think needful of the man.
Luc . O worthy Goth I this is the incarnate devil.

That rob'd Andronicm of his good hand :

This is the pearl that pleas'd your emprefs' eye

;

And here's the bafe fruit of his burning luft.

Say, wall-ey'd flave, whither would'ft thou convey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ?

Why doft not fpeak ? What, deaf? No ; not a word ?—
A halter, foldiers ; hang him on this tree.

And by hjs fide his frait of baftardy.

Aar, Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.

Lvc, Too like the fire for ever being good
Firft, hang the child, that he may fee it fprawl

;

A fight to vex the father's foul withal.

Get me a ladder. \Ladder brought : Aaron led up it.

Jar . Lucius, fave the child ;

And bear it from me to the emperefs.

If thou do this, Pll fhew thee wondrous things.

That highly may advantage thee to hear :

If thou wilt not, befal what may befal,

J'll fpeak no more ; But vengeance rot you all 1

Lvc . Say, on ; and, if it please me which thou fpeak'ft,

»5 V. Note,

A a 3
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Thy child fhall live, and I will fee it nourifh'd.

J^R. An if it please thee? why, affure thee, Lucius,

'Twill vex thy foul to hear what I (hall fpeak.

Fori muft talk of murthers, rapes, and maffacres,

Adls of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mifchief, treason ; villanies

Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform'd :

And this lliall all be bury'd by my death,

Unlefs thou fwear to me, my child fliall live.

Luc, Tell on thy mind; I fay, thy child fhall live.

Jj^R, Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin.

Luc. Who fhould I fwear by? thou believ'ft no god;
That granted, how canft thou believe an oath ?

j4u4R. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not

:

Yet, — for I know thou art religious.

And hafl a thing within thee, called confcience ;

With twenty popifli tricks and ceremonies,

Which I have feen thee careful to observe,

Therefore I urge thy oath :— For that, I know.
An ideot holds his bauble for a god ;

And keeps the oath, which by that god he fwears ;

^ To that I'll urge him : — Therefore thou fhalt vow
By that fame god, — what g^d foe'er it be.

That thou ador'fl and hail in reverence,—
To fave my boy, nourifh, and bring him up

;

Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee.

Luc, Even by my god I fwear to thee, I will.

j^^R, Firfl, know thou, I begot him on the emprefs.

Luc. O moil infatiate luxurious woman !

Ju^R. Tut, Ludusf this was but a deed of charity,

To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon.

Twas her two fons, that murther'd BoJJianus

:

-5 boy, to nouriili
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They cut thy fitter's tongue, and ravifh'd her.

And cut her hands off ; trim'd her as thou faw'fl.

Lvc. O deteftable villain ! call'll thou that trimming ?

Aar, Why, fhe was wafh'd, and cut, and trim'd; and
Trim fport for them that had the doing of it. ['twa3

Lvc, O barbarous beaftly villains, likethyfelf!

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to infl:ru6l them:
That codding fpirit had they from their mother.

As fure a card as ever won the fet

;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me.
As true a dog as ever fought at head.

Well, let my deeds be witnefs of my worth.

I traii^'d thy brethren to that guileful hole.

Where the dead corps of BaJJtanus lay :

I wrote the letter that thy father found.

And hid the gold within the letter mentioned.

Confederate with the queen, and her two fons

:

And what not done, that thou hall cause to rue.

Wherein I had no ftroke of mifchief in it ?

I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand

;

And, when I had it, drew myfelf apart,

i^nd almoll broke my heart with extream laughter

:

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall.

When, for his hand, he had his two fons' heads ;

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd fo heartily.

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ;

And when I told the emprefs of this fport.

She fwooned almoft at my pleasing tale.

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiffes.

1. G. What! can'ft thou fay all this, and never blufh ?

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the faying is.

hvc. Art thou not forry for these heinous deeds I

* off; and trim'd she founded

A a 4
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Aak. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more.

Even now I curfe the day, (and yet, I think,

Few come within the compafs of my curfe)

Wherein I did not fome notorious ill

:

As kill a man, or elfe devise his death ;

Ravifh a maid, or plot the way to do it

;

Accuse fome innocent, and forfwear myfelf

:

Set deadly enmity between two friends

;

Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; fet fire

On barns and hay-flacks in the night, and bid

The torctc|?eti owners quench them with their tears:

Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves.

And fet them upright at their dear friends' doors.

Even when their forrow almoft was forgot

;

And on their fkins, as on the bark of trees.

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,

Let notyour forronx; dye^ though I a?n dead.

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things,

As willingly as one would kill a fiy

;

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed,

But that I cannot do ten thousand more.

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he mufl not dye
^

So fweet a death, as hanging presently.

Aar, If there bedevils, 'would I were a devil,

To live and burn in everlafling fire ;

So I might have your company in hell.

But to torment you with my bitter tongue !

Lvc, Sirs, flop his mouth, and let him fpeak no more.

Enter a Goth.

3. G. My lord, there is a mefTenger from Romey

Desires to be admitted to your presence.

Lvc, Let him come near. \Extt Goth.
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Enter .^MiLius.
Welcome, jEmilius : What's the news from Rome ?

JEmi, Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths^

The Roman emperor greets you all by me :

And for he underftands you are in arms,

He craves a parley at your father's houfe

;

Willing you to demand your hoftages,

And they fhall be immediately delivered.

I . G, What fays our general ?

Luc, jEmilius, let the emperor give his pledges

Unto my father, and my uncle Marcus,

And we will come. Away. [^March, Exeunt,

SCENE IL Rome. Court of T\tns' Houfe.

Entery in difguis*d AttirementSy Tamora,
Chiron, Demetrius.

Tam, Thus, in this ftrange and fad habiliment,

I will encounter with Andronicus ;

And fay, I am revenge, fent from below.

To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his ftudy, where, they fay, he keeps.

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge

;

Tell him, revenge is come to join with him.
And work confusion on his enemies. \X^^y ^^ochv

Enter TiTus, abonje.

Tit. Who doth moleft my contemplation ?

Is it your trick, to make me ope the door

;

That fo my fad decrees may fly away,
And all my ftudy be to no efFedl ?

You are deceiv'd : for what I mean to do,

See ^ here, in bloody lines I have fet down ;

And what is written ftiall be executed.

march away. Exeunt,
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Tam, Hort! Titus9 I am come to talk with thee.

Tir. No ; not a word ; How can I grace my talk.

Wanting a hand to give it that accord ?

Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more. [me.

Tam, If thou did'ft know me, thou would'ft talk with
Tir. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough :

Witnefs this wretched ft urn p, these crimson lines

;

Witnefs these trenches, made by grief and care;

Witnefs the tiring day, and heavy night

;

Witnefs all forrow, that I know thee well

For our proud emprefs, mighty Tamora :

Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tam. Know, thou fad man, I am not Tamora ;

She is thy enemy, and 1 thy friend :

I am revenge ; fent from the infernal kingdom.
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind,
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcom.e me to this world's light 5

Confer with me of murder and of death :

There's not a hollow cave, or lurking place.

No vaft obfcurity, or mifty vale,

Where bloody murther, or detefted rape.

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out

;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.

Tir. Art thou revenge ? and art thou fent to me.
To be a torment to mine enemies ?

Tam* I am ; therefore come down, and welcome me.
Tit, Do me fome fervice, ere \ come to thee.

Lo, by thy fide where rape, and murder, ftands :

Now give fome 'furance that thou art revenge.

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels

;

7 ftump, wltnes thefe
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And then Fll come, and be thy waggoner.

And whirl along with thee about the globes.

Provide two proper palfries, black as jet.

To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away.

And find out murderers in their guilty caves

:

And, when thy car is loaden v/ith their heads,

I will difmount, and by the waggon wheel

Trot, like a fervile footman, all day long

;

Even from Hypen091^s rising in the call.

Until his very downfal in the fea.

And day by day I'll do this heavy tafk.

So thou dellroy rapine and murder there.

T^M. These are my minifters, and come with me.
Tir. Are they thy minifters? what are they call'd?

Tu^M, Rapine, and murder: therefore called fo,

'Cause they take vengeance on fuch kind of men.
Tir, Good lord, how like the emprefs' fons they are

!

And you, the emprefs ! But we worldly men
Have miserable, mad, miftaking eyes.

0 fweet revenge, now do I come to thee

:

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. [Exitfrotn abo^e^

Tam, This closing with him fits his lunacy :

Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-fick fits.

Do you uphold and maintain in your fpeeches.

For now he firmly takes me for revenge :

And, being credulous in this mad thought,
I'll make him fend for Lucius his fon ;

And, whilfl I at a banquet hold him fure,

I'll find fome cunning pradlife out of hand.
To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Gothsy

Or, at the leaft, make them his enemies.

3 Provide thee two 5 murder in
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See, here he comes, and I muft ply my theme.

Enter Titus.
TiT. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee 5

Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful houfe ;

Rapine, and murther, you are welcome too : —

.

How like the emprefs and her fons you arel

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor :
—

Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ?

For, well I wote, the emprefs never wags.

But in her company there is a Moor;

And, would you represent our queen aright.

It were convenient you had fuch a devil

:

But welcome, as you are. What fhall we do ?

T'jM, What would'ft thou have us do, Andronicus?

Dem, Shew me a murtherer, Til deal with him.

Chi, Shew me a villain that hath done a rape.

And I am fent to be reveng'd on him.

Tam, Shew me a thousand that have done thee vvrong>

And I will be revenged on them all.

7/r. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome \

And, when thou find'ft a man that's like thyfelf.

Good murther, ftab him ; he's a murtherer

Go thou with him ; and, when it is thy hap
To find another that is like to thee.

Good rapine, ftab him ; he is a ravifher

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court

There is a queen, attended by a Moor
Well may'ft thou know her by thy own proportion.

For up and down fhe doth resemble thee

;

I pray thee, do on them fome violent death.

They have been violent to me and mine.

Well hafl thou leflbn"d us j this fhall we do»
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But would it please thee, good Andronicusj

To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fon.

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths^

And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe

;

When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft,

I will bring in the emprefs, and her fons.

The emperor himfelf, and all thy foes ;

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel,

And on them fhalt thou ease thy angry heart

:

What fays Andronicus to this devife ?

Tr^r. Marcus, my brother I 'tis fad Titus Calls.

jE^/^r Marcus,
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ;

Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Goths :

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefeft princes of the Goths ;

Bid him encamp his foldiers where they are

:

Tell him, the emperor and the emprefs too

Feaft at my houfe ; and he fhall feaft with them.

This do thou for my love ; and fo let him.

As he regards his aged father's life.

Mar, This will I do, and foon return again,

l^Exit Marcus^
TAM, Now will I hence about thy businefs.

And take my miniflers along with me.
Tir, Nay, nay, let rape and murder flay with me ;

Or elfe I'll call my brother back again.

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius,

Tam, What fay you, boys? will you abide with him,'*

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, "

How I have governed our determined jefl ?

"

Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair,
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" And tarry with him 'till I turn again. " [mad
Tir, I know them all, though they fuppose mc
And will o'er-reach them in their own devifes,

"

A pair of curfed hell-hounds, and their dam.

"

Dem, *' Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here."
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus : revenge now goes

To lay a complot to betray thy foes.

Tit. I know, thou doft; and, fweet revenge, farewel.

[Exit Tamora.
Chi, Tell us, old man, how (hall we be employ'd ?

TiT. Tut, T have work enough for you to do.

Publius^ come hither, Caiu^y and Valentine !

Enter certain Gentlemen, and Domejlicks,

I. G. What is your will ?

Tir, Know you these two ?

I. G. The emprefs' fons,

1 take them, Chiron^ anH Demetrius,

TIT. Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceiv'd j

The one is murder, rape is the other's name :

And therefore bind them, gentle Puhlius

;

Caiusy and Valentine, lay hands on them :

Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour.

And now I find it : therefore bind them fure

;

And flop their mouths, if they begin to cry.

[Gentlemen SiC. lay Hands on the?n. Exit TiTUS.
Chi, Villains, forbear ; we are the emprefs' fons.

I . G, And therefore do we whatwe are commanded
Stop clofe their mouths, let them not fpeak a word

:

Is he fure bound ? look, that you bind them faft.

Re-enter Titus, ^uuith Lavinia ;

Titus bearing a Knife, andj7:e a Bafon,

TIT, Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy foes are bound
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Sirs, (top their mouths, let them not fpeak to me ;

But let them hear what fearful words I utter

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius,

Here
"f"

ftands the fpringwhom you have ftain'd withmud

;

This goodly fummer with your winter mix'd.

You kilPd her husband ; and, for that vile fault.

Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death :

My hand cut off, and made a merry jell

:

Both her f\veet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear

Than hands or tongue, her fpotlefs challity,

Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd.

What would you fay, if I Ihould let you fpeak ?

Villains, for lhame you could not beg for grace.

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr ycu*

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats

;

Whilft that La^inia 'tween her Humps doth hold

The bafon, that receives your guilty blood.

You know, your mother means to feaft with me.
And calls herfelf revenge, and thinks me r^iad,

—
Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to duft,

And with your blood, and it, I'll make a pafle ;

And of the pafte a coffin I will rear,

And make two pallies of your lhameful heads

;

And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallow'd dam.
Like to the earth, fwallow her own encreafe.

This is the feaft that I have bid her to.

And this the banquet fhe fhall furfeit on ;

For worfe than Philomel you us*d my daughter.

And worfc than Progne I will be reveng'd

:

And now prepare your throats.— Z.«^/«/<^, come,

\cut5 their threats.

Receive the blood ; and, when that they are dead.
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Let me go grind'their bones to powder finally

And with this hateful liquor temper it

;

And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak'd.

Come, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet ; which 1 wilh might prove
More ftern and bloody than the Centaur^s feali.

So, now bring ir. ; for I will play the cook.

And fee them ready 'gainft their mother comes.

[^Exeunt y bearing in the Bodies,

SCENE III. Thefame, Garde7is of thefame,

A magmficent Pa^villiofi ; Tables under it ;

Dome/licks attending, EnterhvciuSy and
Goths, Marcus ^ith him ; and

Aaron, Prisoner,

Luc, Wi\)h Marcusy fmce 'tis my father's mind,
That I repair to Romey I am content.

I. G, And ours with thine, befall what fortune will.

Luc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous M<?i?r,

This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil

;

Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him,

'Till he be brought unto the emperor's face,

For teftimoiy of her foul proceedings

:

And fee the ambufh of our friends be llrong

;

I fear, the emperor means no good to us.

Aar, Some devil whifper curfes in mine ear;

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth

The venomous malice of my fwelling heart

!

Luc, Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd flave!—

.

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

\_Attenda-dts lead in Aaron. Trumpets lAjithirit

The trumpets fliew the emperor is at hand.

7 bring them in, for He play
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Flourijh. Enter Saturninus, ^«^Tamora
;

^ith a great 'Train of Senators, Tribunes^ and others.

Sa'T. What, hath the firmament more funs than one ?

Lvc, What boots it thee, to call thyfelf a fun ?

Mar, Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle;

These quarrels mufl be quietly debated.

The feaft is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end.

For peace, for love, for league, and good to 7?^?;:^^ :

Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places.

Sat, Marcus, we will. [Companyfa to Table. Musicki,

Enter Titus, and Others, and Lavinia 'veiVd :

Titus, habited like a Cook, places the Dijhes,

Tir, Welcome, my gracious lord ;— welcome, dread

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; —Z^^a^j,welcome ;_ [queen^

And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor,

'Twill fill your ftomacks ; please you, eat of it.

SaT. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus?

Til', Because I would be fure to have all well>

To entertain your highnefs, and your emprefs.

Tam, We are beholding to you, good Jnaronicus^

Tir\ An ifyour highnefs knew my heart, you were.—
My lord the emperor, resolve me this ;

Was it well done of rafh Virginius,

> To Hay his daughter with his own right hand,

Because fhe was enforc'd, ftain'd, and deflour'd ?

Sat:. It was, Andronicus,

Tir, Your reason, mighty lord ?

Sat. Because the girl fhould not furvive her fhame,
And by her presence flill renew his forrows.

Tir. A mighty reason, llrong, and efFedual

;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

' 5 welcome Lucius 3 1 reafon mighty

Vol. Viri.
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For me, moft wretched, to perform the like : —
Dye, dye, Lwvinia, and thy fhame with thee

;

[^kills Lavlnia.

And, with thy fhame, thy father's forrow dye 1

SaT, What hail thou done, unnatural, and unkind ?

Ti'T, Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me
I am as woeful as Virginius was : [blind.

And have a thousand times more cause than he.

To do this outrage; and it is now done.

8AT, What, was fhe ravifh'd ? tell, who did the deed.

Tir, Wilt please you eat? wilt please your highnefs

feed ?

Tam. Why haft thouflain thine only daughter thus ?

Tit, Not I ; 'twas Chiron^ and Demetrius :

They ravifh'd her, and cut away her tongue

;

And they 'twas, they, that did her all this wrong.

SaT , Go, fetch them hither to us presently.

Tir. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye ;

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,

Eating the flefh that fhe herfelf hath bred.

'Tis true, 'tis true ; witnefs my knife's fharp point
{killing Tamora.

5^r. Dye, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed,
' \killing Titus.

Luc, Can the fon's eye behold his father bleed ?_
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

{killing Saturnine,

Company in Confusion. A great Tumult

:

the Andronici, and their Friends gain the

Steps of Titus' Houfe : Tumult ceafes.

Mar, You fad-fac'd men, people and fons of Rome^

By uproars fever'd, like a flight of fowl
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Scatter'd by winds and high tempeftuous gufts,

O, let me teach you how to knit again

This fcatter'd corn into one mutual Iheaf,

These broken limbs again into one body :

Left Rome herfelf be bane unto herfelf

;

And fhe, whom mighty kingdoms court'fy to,

Like a forlorn and defperate caft-away;,

Do fhameful execution on herfelf.

But if my frofty figns and chaps of age.

Grave witneffes of true experience.

Cannot induce you to attend my words,

Speak, Rome^s dear friend ; as erft our anceflor,

When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfc;,

To love-fick Didoes fad attending ear.

The ftory of that baleful burning night,

When fubtle Greeks furpriz'd king Priam's Troy ;

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in.

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.
My heart is not compaft of flint, nor fteel

;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief.

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utterance ; even i' the time

When it fliould move you to attend me mofl:.

Lending your kind commiseration :

Here
"f"

is a captain, let him tell the tale ;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you.

That curfed Chiron and Demetrius

Were they that murdered our emperor's brother ;

And th^y it was, that raviflied our filler

:

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded

;

5 \, Note, 3< ir were that

Bb
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Our father's tears defpis'd ; and bafely cozen'd

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out.

And fent her enemies unto the grave.

Lailly, myfelf unkindly banifhed, —
The gates fhut on me,— and turn'd weeping out.

To beg relief among Romes enemies ;

Who drovvn'd their enmity in my true tears,

And op'd their arms to embrace m.e as a friend :

And I am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you.

That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ;

And from her bosom took the enemy's point,

Sheathing the fteel in my advent'rous body ;

Alas, you know, I am no vaunter, I

;

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they are.

That my report is juft, and full of truth.

But, foft, methinks, I do digrefs too much,
Citing my worthlefs praise : O, pardon me ;

For, when no fnends are by, men praise them.felves.

Mar. Now is my turn to fpeak ; Behold this child,

S^Jhe^ving it in the Arjiu of an Attendant,

Of this was Tamora delivered ;

The i flue of an irreligious Mocr^

Chief architedl and plotter of these woes ;

The villain is alive in Titus* houfe,

Damn'd as he is, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge

These wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience.

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what fay you, Romans r

Have we done aught amifs ? Shew us wherein,

And, from the place where you behold us now.

The poor remainder of ti^e Jndronici

*5 And as v hat ccurle had
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Will, hand in hand, all headlong caft us down,

And on the ragged ftones beat forth our brains,

And make a mutual closure of our houfe.

Speak, Romans^ fpeak ; and, if you fay, we fhall,

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. \Romey

I . R. Come tiotun, come Uoton, thou reverent man of

And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,

Lucius our emperor ; for, well I knov/.

The common voice doth cry, it fliall be fo.

iRom* Lucius^ all hail ; Romes> royal emperor !

Mar, Go, go into old Titus'* forrowful houfe ;

[/o AttendantSn

And hither hale that mifbelieving Moor,

To be adjudg'd fome direful flaughtering death.

As punifhment for his moft wicked life.

Lucius, and the reft, come doi.vn\

nx>ith them, young Lucius.

Bom* Lucius, all hail : Rome's gracious governor!.,—

Luc. Thanks, gent' ; Romans ; May T govern fo,

To YitdX Rome's haims, and wipe away her woe!
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile,

—

For nature puts me to a heavy talk ;

Stand all aloof ; _ but, uncle, draw you near.

To fhed obfequious tears upon this '\ trunk : _
[hzeels o^er Titus' Body*

O, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips.

These forrowful drops upon thy blood-flain'd face,

The lafl true duties of thy noble fon I

Mar, A tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,

[kneeli^fg by him*

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

p, were the fum of these that I Ihould pay

^ dpe cry *7 bloud flaine
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Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them

!

Lvc, Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us

To melt in Ihowers : Thy grandfire lov'd thee well

:

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee.

Sung thee alleep, his loving breaft thy pillow

;

Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ;

In that refped then, like a loving child.

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring,

Because kind nature doth require it fo

:

Friends lliould afTociate friends in grief and woe:
Bid him farewel ; commit him to the grave,

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandfire, grandfire, e'en with all my heart

'Would I were dead, fo you did live again !

0 lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping

;

My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth.

Enter Attendants nvith Aaron.
2. R, You fad Androniciy have done with woes

;

Give fentence on this execrable wretch.

That hath been breeder of these dire events.

Lvc, Set him breaft-deep in earth, and familh him
There let him fland, and rave and cry for food :

If any one relieves or pities him.

For the offence he dies. This is our doom :

Some ftay, to fee him fallen'd in the earth.

Aar . Ah, v^'hy Ihould wrath be mute, and fury dumb?
1 am no baby, I, that, with bafe prayers,

I Ihould repent the evils 1 have done

;

Ten thousand, worfe than ever yet I did,

Vvould I perform, if I might have my will

:

If one good deed in ail my life I did.
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i do repent it from my very foul.

Luc, Some loving friends convey the emperor hence.

And give him burial in his father's grave :

My father, and La^inia^ fhall forthwith

Be closed in our houfhold's monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds.

No mournful bell fhall ring her burial

;

But throw her forth to beafts, and birds of prey

:

Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ;

And, being fo, fhall have like want of pity.

See juftice done on Aaron \ that damn'd Moory

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning

:

Then, afterwards, to order well the ftate ;

That like events may ne'er it ruinate, [Exeu7if,
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